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SCE N E Lady —— Houſe, 
| Lay SNERRWELL and SNAKE di covered at a tea-table; 


Lady SNBERWE LL, 4 
HE paragraphs, you ſay, Mr. Snake, v were 2 
inſerted 
Fake, They were, Madam ; nad 1 I copied them 
myſelf in a feigned hand, there can be no fulpicivh 
from whence they came. 

L. Sneerauell. Did you circulate the report of — 
Brittle s i intrigue with captain Boaſtall ? 

Snake. That's in as fine a train as your Lad 
could wiſh; in the common courſe of things, 1 [his 
it muſt reach Mrs. Clacket's ears within twenty-four 
pooh and then the buſineſs, you know, is as good a 

ne. 

L. Sneer well. Why 8 Mrs. Clacker has ealents, 
end a great deal of i induttry. 

Snake, © True, Madam, Nt has been: tolerably ſuc- po 
ceſsful in her day; to my knowledge ſhe has been the | 

4 cauſe of fix matches being broken off, and thiee ſons ' 
diſinherited ; of four forced elopemenis, as wany cloſe [ 
confinements, nine ſeparate maintenances, and two di- „ 
vorces ; — nay, TI have more than once traced her cau- 8 
fiog a tet a test in the Town and 99 9 
N B _ when 


_—_— 


. 


2 THE SCHOOL 
£ "ho the parties never ſaw one another before in the | 
JJ! EEO 
I. Sneerwell. Why yes, ſhe has genius, but her 
manner is too groſs>- , ; 751 Is 
% Snake, True, Madam; ſhe has a fine tongue, and. 
2 bold invention; but then, her colouring is too dark, 
and the outlines rather too extravagant; ſhe wants that 
. delicacy of hint, and mellowneſs of ſneer, which dif 
tinguiſhes your Ladyſhip's ſcandal. = 5 
Sneer well. You are partial, Snake, | 
Snake... Not in the leaſt; every body will allow 
that Lady Sneerwell can do more with a word or look, 
than many others with the moſt laboured detail, even 
though they accidentally happen to have a little truth 
en their fide to ſupport it. | 99975 
L. Sneeravell. Yes, my dear Snake, and I'll not de- 
ny the pleaſure I feel at the ſucceſs: of my ſchemes ; 
Loth riſe) wounded myſelf, in the early part of m 
life, by the envenomed tongue of ſlander, I confeſs 
nothing can give me greater ptlafation, than reducing 
- Others to the level of my own injured reputation. 
Snake. True, Madam; but there is one affair, in 
which you have lately employed me, wherein, I con- 
feſs, I am at a loſs to gueſs at your motives.  _ | 
I. Sneerwell, I preſume you mean with regard te | 
my friend Sir Peter Teazle, and bis family. 1 
Snale. I do: here are two young men, to whom 4 
Sir Peter has aQed as guardian ſince their father's death; 
the eldeſt poſſeſſing the moſt amiable character, and 3 
| univerſally well 2 of; the youngeſt the moſt diſſi- 8 
pated, wild, extravagant young fellow in the world; 


the former an avowed admirer of your Ladyſhip, and E 
| - apparently your favourite; the latter attached to Ma- 1 
| ria, Sir Peter's ward, and confeſſedly admired by her: 1. 
3 Now, on the face of theſe circumſtances, it is utterly il 1 
-unaccountable to me, why you, the widow of a city ſe 
knight, with a large fortune, ſhould not immediately 
|, cloſe with the paſſion of a man of ſuch character and 
bf expectation as Mr. Surface; and more ſo, why you are 5 
b ſo uncommonly earneſt to deſtroy the mutual attach» 0 
| ment ſubſiſting between his brother Charles and Maria, pl 
e 5 x L. Sneerwell, 13 


* 


" 


x * 


FOR SAN D. | 
I.. Sneer well. Then at once, to unravel this myſ- 
tery, I muſt inform you, that love has no ſhare what- 
ever ih the intercourſe between Ms. Surface and me. 
Snake. No! 2 8 e | 
I. Sneerwell, No! his real views are to Maria, or 
her fortune, while in his brother he finds a favoured 
rival; he is, therefore, obliged to maſk his real inten- 
tions, and profit by my aſſiſtance. 


| Snake. Yet ſtill I am more puzzled why you ſhould © 
intereſt yourſelf for his ſucceſs; 


* 


2 — — 
5 8 <5. 4 
2 E 


L. Szeerwell. Heavens! how dull you ate! can't 
you ſurmiſe a weaknefsl have hitherto, through ſhame, 
concealed even from you? Muſt I confeſs it that 
Charles, that - profligate, that libertine, that bankrupt 
in fortune and reputation, that he it is for whom Tam 
thus anxious and malicious; and to gain whom 1 would 
ſacrifice every thing. | | 
Snake. Now, indeed, your conduct appears con- 
ſiſtent ; but pray how came' you and Mr. Surface ſ@ 
confidential ? E „F 84 3 a * 

I., Sneer well. For our mutual intereſt; he Paving 
to, and recommends . ſentiment. and liberality, but ! 
| know him to be artful, cloſe and malicious. In ſhort, 
; a ſentimental knave, while with Sir Peter, and indeed 

with. moſt of his acquaintance, he paſſes for a youth- 
ful miracle of virtue,. good ſenſe, and benevolence. 


82 1 
2 * . 9 
+ Ws 
Oy, of 


a Snake.. Yes, I know Sir Peter vows he has not his 
1 fellow in England, and has praiſed him as a man of 

© charaQer and ſentiment, , 87 Wl 

| L. Sneerwell. Ves; and with the: appearance of 
5 Being ſentimental, he has brought Sir Peter to favour 
0 his addteſſes to Maria, while poor Charles has no friend 

| in the houſe, though I fear be has a powerful one in 
iy | Maria's heart, againſt whom we. muſt direct our 
ty ſchemes. | | 

ly : : Enter DERVANT., 

2 Servant. Mr. Surface, Madam. | 
#4 I. Sneerwell. Shew him up; (exit Servant) he 
N generally calls about this hour—1 don't wonder at peo- 

* Ple's giving him to mie for a layer, WE 
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ing hig extravagance one cannot help pitying him; E 


conduct, delerves to be 
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8 1 1 Enter Jos EH Suxrack. ; . 
Foſeph. Lady Sneerwell, good morning to yo 
Mr. Snake, your moſt obedient. * * 
IL. Sneerwell. Snake has juſt been rallying me up- 


ben our attachment, but J have told him our real 


views ; I need not tell you how uſeful he has been to 


us, and believe me, our confidence has not been ill 


3 
Joeſepb. Oh, Madam, *tis impoffible for me to ſuſ- 
pect a man of Mr. Snake's merit and accompliſhments. . 
I.. Sneerwell. Oh, no compliments; but tell me 
when you ſaw Maria, or what's more material to uss, 


placed. . 5 


our brother. 5 | 
Joſesb. I have not ſeen either firce I left you, but 
F can tell you they never met; ſome of your ſtories 


have had a good effect in that quarter. 


L.. Sneerwell. The merit of this, my dear Snake, 


G to you; but do your brother's diſtiefſes in- 
Creaſe „ TOS IIs EP op 
Foſeph. Every hour! I am told he had another exe- 
eution in his houſe yeſterday—In ſhort, his diſſipation 
and extravagance exceeds any thing Fever head. 

JL. Sneerwell. Poor Charles! | 

Foſeph. Aye, poor Charles indeed! notwithſtand- 
wiſh it was in my power to be of any eſſential ſervice 
to him; for the man who does not feel for the diſtteſ- 
ſes of a brother, even though merited by his own miſ- 


. 
/ 

r 
FF 3 


L. Sneerwell, Now you are going to be moral, and 
forget you are among friends. | | 
oſeph, Gad, ſo I was, ba! ha t—I'll keep that 
ſentiment 'till 1 ſee Sir Peter, ha! ha! however, it 
would certainly be a generous act in you to reſcue- 
Maria from ſuch a libeitine, who, if he is to be re- 
Claimed at all, can only be fo by a perſon of your ſu- 
perior accompliſhments and underſtanding. 
"Snake. I believe Lady Sneerwell hears company 
coming; TI go and copy the letter I mentioned to 


(= of} 


E 2 


Four Ladyſhip. Mr. Surtace, your moſt obedient. 


[Exit $ nakes 


Te/ephy 


* *%. 


FAY 
How 


— 


Pd 


us ? 


Foſepb. Not unlikely; and take my word for it, 
Lady Sneerwell, that fellow has not virtue enough to 


©. Lady 


Fp.O R S AN DAI. 


4; Joſeph, Mr. Snake, your moſt obedient. I wonder, 
d 


y Sneerwell, you would put any confidence i in wa 
fellow. 8 


3 a Why d? . 
Joſeb b. 
m conferences with old Rowley, who was formerly 


my father's ſteward; he has e you know, been a 
friend. of mine. 


I. Sneer well. And do you think he would betray 


be faithful to bis own villainies. 


Enter MARIA. 
L. Sneerwell, Ah, Maria, my dear, 100 do you 


| do ? What's the matter? 


Maria. Nothing. Madam, only this odious lover 
of mineg Sir Benjamin Backbite, and his uncle Crab- 
tree, juſt called in at my guardian's ;. but took the 
firſt o 0 to ſſip out, and run away to your 


L Sheeravell: Is that all? | | 
 Foſeph. Had my brother Charles been of the party 


you would not bye been ſo much alarined. « 


L. Sneerwell. Nay: now you ate tod ſeverg ; for I 
dare ſay the truth of the matter is, Maia heard: you 
was here, and therefore came; but pray, Maria, what 


particular objection have you to Sir Benjamin that you 


i avoid him ſo ? 


Maria. Oh, Madam, he has done nothing ; but 
his whole converſation is a-perpetual libel upon all his 


acquaintance. 


Joſeph. Ves, and the worſt of it is, there is no 
advantage in not knowing him, for he would abuſe a 
bad. 


Maria. For my part, 1 own wit looſes its reſpect 
with me, when I ſee it in company with. W 1 
waat think you, Mr, Surface ? 


Joſeph. To be ſure, Madam,—to lil at à jeſt 
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L have bees he has of late had (eve. 


ſtranger as ſoon as his belt 2 and his uncle is ag 5 
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95 


. 22 8 : 2 | 5 = 
that plants a thorn in the breaſt of another, is to be- 


| come a principal in the miſchief. 5 
1 | L. Sneerwell, Pſha—there is no poſſibility of being 
| witty. without a little ill nature; the malice in Been! 
thing is the barb that makes it ſtick. - What is your 
veal opinion, Mr. Surface? WF | 
* TFeſeph, Why mv opinion is, that where the ſpirit 
of raillery is ſuppieſſed, the converſation muſt be na- 
turally inſipid. 8 | 
Maria. Weil, I will not argue how far ſlander may 
be allowed, but in a man, I am ſure it is deſpicable... 
We have pride, envy, rivalſhip, and a thouſand mo- 
tives to cepreciate each other; but the male ſlanderer, 
muſt have the cowardice of a woman, before he can 
© traduce one, Cr DP 9 
Enter SERVANT. 
Servant. Mrs, Candour, Madam, if you are at- 
leifure, will leave her carriage. FR. 
L. Sneerwell, Deſite her to walk up. (Exit Ser- 
ant.) Now, Maiia, here's a charaQer to your taſte 3 
though Mrs. Candour is a little talkative, yet every. 
body allows, ſhe is. the beſt natur'd. ſurt of woman in 
the world. | 07 | 
Maria. Yes—with the very groſs. affeQtation. of: 
good nature, ſhe does more miſchief, than the dire: 
malice of old Crabtree. | | 
Jieſeſb. Faith it's very true; and whenever I. hear: 
| the current of abuſe. running hard againft: the charac- 

a ters of my beſt friends, Lnever think them in ſuck; 
i | danger, as when Candour undertakes their defence. | 
hit IL. Sneerwell. Huſh! huſh! here ſhe is, 
| Fo Enter. Mrs. CAN Do. EE 

Mets. Candour. Oh! my dear Lady. Sneerwell;, 1 
well, how. do jou do? Mr. Surface, your moſt, obe- 0 
f _ Eient.—ls there any news abroad? No! nothing good 
8 I. ſuppoſe No l nothing but ſcandal nothing bug: 
| „ Jad lo indeed * ; 1 
5 © " Tofſephs ſuſt ſo indeed, am. f Bos: 
_ oy Candour, Nothing but ſcandal !—Ah, Maria. 
we how do you do child; What, is every thing at an end 
between you and Charles ? What, be is too extrava- 


unt. Ae! the town talks of nothing elſe, Morias 


»F + 2 
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FOR SCANDAL. 7 
_ , Maria. I am ſorry, Madam, the town is ſo ill em- 


Ployed. 


Mrs. Candour, Aye, fo am I child but what can 
one do? we can't ſtop peoples tongues:— They hint 
too, that your guardian and his Lady. doa't live fo: 
agreeably together as they did. 
Maria. 
dation. | 
Mrs. Candour. Aye, ſo theſe things generally are: 
—-1t's like Mrs. Faſhion's affair with: Colnel Coteiie ;: 


though, indeed, that affair was never rightly cleared; 


up; and it was but yeſterday Miſs Prim aſſured me, 
that Mr. and Mrs. Honeymoon are now become mere 


man and wife, like the reſt of their acquaintance.  She- 


likewiſe hinted, that a certain widow in the next ſtreet, 
had got rid of her dropſy, and recovered her ſhape in- 
a molt ſurprizing manner. g 
- Foſeph: I he licence of invention, ſome people give- 
themfelves, is aſtoniſhing. | | 
Mrs. Candour. Tis ſo—but: how will you ſtop 
peoples tongues? Twas but yeſterday Mrs. Clacket 
informed me, that our old friend, Miſs Prudely, was. 
going to elope, and that her guardian caught her juſt 
ſtepping into the York Diligence, with her dancing 
maſter. I was informed too, that Lord Flimſy caught 
his wife at a houſe of no extraordinary fame, and i 
Tom Saunter and Sir Harry Idle, were to meaſure 
fwords on a ſimilar occaſion.ä— But I dare ſay there is 


no truth in the wut and I would not circulate ſuch a: 


report for the world. 85 
| 7 You report !—No, no, no. 3 
Mrs. Candour. No, no,—tale-bearers are juſt ag: 
had as thy tale-makers, „ . 
e Enter SERVANT. 
Servant; Sir Benjamin Backbite and Mr Crabtree, 
| X [Exit Servant. 
Enter Sir Benjamin and CRABTREE, A 
Crabtree. Lady Sneerwell, your 


know my nephew, Sir Benjamin Backbite; he has a. 


_— 


2 


ard with any one, 


4 


am ſure ſuch reports are without ſoun- 


| moſt obedient. 
humble ſervant. Mrs. Candour, I belieye' you don't 


oe? Rory. taſte for poetry, and ſhall make a rebus or © 
0 So, 
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6 IT HE S. CHO O. L. f 
. Sit Benjamin. Oh fie! uncſleee. 
| | Crabtree. In faith he will: did you ever hear the 
| lines he made at Lady Ponto's route, on Mrs. Frizzle's 
| . feathers catching fire; and the rebuſes his firſt is 
WW the name of a fiſh; the next, a great naval comman- 


> 


der, and or 
Sir Benjamin. Uncle, now prythee. : 
* L. Sneerwell, I wender, Sir Benjamin, you never 
WW  . publiſh any thing. . : 5 
itt Sir Benjamin, Why, to ſay the truth, 'tis very 
li! vulgar to print—and as my little productions are chiefly 
"59 fatyrs, and lampoons on particular perſons, I find they 
We - circulate better by giving copies in confidence to the 
. friends of the parties ;—however, I have ſome love 
"0! elegies, which, when favoured by this Lady's ſmiles, 
We (to Maria) I mean to give to the public. X 
1% Crabtree, Foregad, Madam, they'll immortalize 
| you, (to Maria,) you will be handed down to poſte- 
8 " Tity, like Petrach's Laura, or Waller's Sachariſſa. 
mt! dir Benjamin, Yes, Madam, I think you'll like 
Wi them, (to Maria) when you ſhall ſee them on a beau- 
| tiful quarto type, where a. neat riyulet of text ſhall 
l | _ murmur through a meadow of margin ;—'foregad they'll 
| be the moſt elegant things of their kind. | | 
Wo, Crabtree. But, odſo, Ladies, did you hear the 
Wi news? | | 3 2 
= Mis. Candour. What—do you mean the report of — 
8 Crabtree. No, Madam, that's not it—Milſs Nicely 
_ poing.to be married to her own footman. 8 
N d rs. Candour, Impoſlible ! Ny 
Sir Benjamin. *Tis very true, indeed Madam; eve= 
ry thing is fixed, and the wedding liveries beſpoke, 
2 8 P 
Crabtree, Yes, and they do ſay there were very 
preſſing reaſons for it. | | 8 
Mr. Candour. I heard ſomething of this before. 
L. Sneerwell. Oh! it cannot be; and 1 wonder 
they'd report ſuch a thing of ſo prudent a Lady. 3 2 
Sir Benjamin. Oh! but Madam, that is the very [ 
reaſon that it was believed at once ;. for ſhe has always | 
been ſo very cautious and reſerved, that every body 
Was ſure there was ſome reaſon for it at bottom. 
| ALE ig Mrs, Candeur, 


lan wi 


FOR SCANDAL 4 
- Mrs. Candour. It is true, there is a ſort of 'puny, 
fickiy reputation, that would outlive the robuſter cha- 
racter of an hundred prudes. | ; : 
Sir Benjamin. True, Madam; there are Valetudi- 
natians in reputation as well as conſtitution, who bein 
conlcious of their weak part, avoid the leaſt breath o 
air, and ſupply their want of ſtamina by care and cire 
cumſpection. . 3 
Mrs. Candbur. I believe this may be ſome miſtake; 
know, Sir Benjamin, very trifling circumſtances 
have often given iſe to the moſt ingenious tales. 
Crabtree. Very true; — but odio, Ladies, did you 
Hear of Miſs Letitia Piper's lofing her lover and her 
chatacter at Scatborough. Sit Benjamin, you remems 


ju 
2 2 8 
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Her it. | 
Sir Benjamin, Oh, to be ſure, the moſt whimficab 
gircumftance!?  - | die 


Lu nt Jt 


r 


L. Sneerwuell. Pray let us hear it. f 
Crabtree. Why, one evening, at Lady Spadille's 
aſſembly, the converſation happened to turn upon the 
difficulty of breeding Nova Scotia ſheep in this coun- 
tty; no, ſays a lady prefent, I have feen an inſtante of 
- It, for a couſin of mine, Miſs Letitia Piper, had one 
That produced twins, What, what, fays old Lad 
 Dundizzy, (whom we all know is as deaf as a poſt) 
has Miſs Letitia Piper had twins.—This, you may 
eaſily imagine, ſet the company in a loud laugh ; and 
the next morning it was eveiy where reported, and. 
believed, that Miſs Letitia Piper had actually bees 
brought to bed of a fine boy and gitl. : $5: 
_ - Omnes, Ha, ha, ha, ha. 
| Crabtree: Tis true, upon my honour. —Oh, Mr. 
Surface, how do you do; I hear your uncle, Sir Oli- 
ver, is expeRed in town; ſad news upon his artival, to 
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r hear how your brother has gone on. 
' _ TFo/epb. I hope no buſy people have already preju- 
y diced his uncle againſt him—he may reform. 

3 Sir Benjamin "True, he may; tor my part, I ne- 
7 ver thought him fo utterly void of principle as people 
| ay-—and though he has loſt all his triends, I am told no 

6j body is better ſpoken of amongſt the Jews. © © 


Craòtres, 


chamber, and an officer behind every gu 
Fiaſepsb. This may be entertaining to you, Gentle» 


that's certain, 


= : c . £ 
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THE SCHOOL! _ 


Crabtree. *Foregad if the Old Jewry was a ward, 
Charles would be an Alderman, for he pays as many 
annuities as the Iriſh Tontine; and when he is fick, - 


_ have prayers for his recovery in all the Synagogues. 
Sir Benjamin. Yet no man lives in greater ſplen- 


dour.— They tell me, when he entertains his friends, 


he can fit down to dinner with a dozen of his own ſe- 
curities, have a ſcore of tradeſmen waiting in the anti- 
elbe chair. 


men but you pay very little regard to the feelings 


of a brother. 5 3 | 
Maria. Their malice is intolerable. (4/ide). Lady 


Sneerwell, I muit wiſh you a good morning; I'm not 
% V 
Mrs. Candour. She changes colour. 85 
L. Sneerwel!, Do, Mrs. Candour, follow her. ; 
Mrs. Candeur. To be ſure I will ;=poor dear girl, 

"Who knows what her ſituation may be? | 
[Mrs. Candour follows her. 


L. Sneerwell, "Twas nothing, but that ſhe could 


not bear to hear Charles reflected on, notwithſtanding 


their difference. | | 
© Sir Benjamin, The young Lady's penchant is ob- 


vious. 


Crabtree. Come, don't let this diſhearten vou 
follow her, and repeat ſome of your odes to her, and 


IIIl aſſiſt you. | | 
Sir Benjamin. Mr. Surface, I did not come to hurt 
you, but depend on't your brother is utterly undone. 


Crabtree, Oh ! undone as ever man was—can't 


Taiſe a guinea. 1 . 
Sit Benjamin. Every thing is ſold, I am told, that 


Was inoveable. : EM | 5 
- Crabtree, Not a moveable left, except ſome old 
bottles, and ſome pictures, and they ſeem to be framed 


in the wainſcot, egad. 


Sit Benjamin, I am ſorry to hear alſo ſome bad 


ſtories of him. | ee 
Crabtree. Oh! he has done many mean things, 


10 


FOR SCANDAT: 
_ Sir Benjamin, But, however, he's your brother. 
Crabtree. Aye as he's your brother—we'll tell 
you more another opportunity. 3 
Sir Benjamin. Yes! as he's your brother we'll 
Il you more another opportunitx. 
4 [Exeunt Crabtree and Sir Benjamin. 


feave a ſubject they have not quite run down. 

Toſeph. And | fancy their abuſe was no more ac- 
deptable to your Ladyſhip, than to Maria. 
L. Sneerwell, I doubt her affections are further en- 


gaged than we imagine ;—but the family are to be here 


this afterneon, ſo you may as well dine where you are; 
we ſhall have an opportunity of obferving her further; 


Din the mean time Ill go and plot miſchief, and you 


[Exeunt. 


Ball ſtudy, a 
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5 SC E N E Sir PETER TzazLe's. Houſe, - 


„„ , 7 «5 4 Mos 


W 'H EN an old batchelor marries a young wife, 


what is he to expet?——Tis now above fix 
months ſince my Lady Teazle made me the happieſt of 
men—and I have been the mott miſerable dog ever. 
ſince.— We tifted a little going to church, and fairly 
quarrelled before the bells were done ringing. I was 
more than once nearly choaked with gall ducing the 
boney-moon, and had loft every, ſatisfaction in life, 
before my friends had done wiſhing me joy,—And yet, 
J choſe with caution a girl bred wholly in the country, 


who had never known luxury, beyond one filk gown, 


or diſſipation beyond the annual gala of a race ball 


* x 
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Jp Sneerwell, Tis very hard for them, indeed, to 
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Yet now, ſhe plays her part in all the extravagant fop» 


peries of the town, with as good a grace as if ſhe had 
neyer ſeen a buſh, or a graſs plot out of Groſvenor» 
Square.——] am ſneered at by all my acquaintance - pa- 
ragraphed in the news-papers—ſhe-diſlipates my «fo 
tune, and contradicts all my humours.— And yet? 

worſt of it is, I doubt I love her, or I ſhould never 
bear all this but Iam determined never to be weak 


enough to let her know it—No ! no! no! Enter 


% THESCHoOOK 


— 
2 — 
* T 


ON} EE ITED 
— wn 4. — 


— 


Dater RowLev. . 


3 Rowley. Sir Peter your ſervant, how do you 64 


yourſelf to day ? 


p Sir Peter, Very bad, maſter Rowley, very bad in- 
deed, 8 | . 
 Rawwley.. I'm ſorry to hear that — what has happen» 
ed to make you uneaſy ſince yeſtervay ? | 8 
Sir Peter. A pretty queſtion truly to a married man. 
.. Roxwley. Sure my Lady is not the cauſe ! 
Sir Peter, Why! has any one told you ſhe was 


| dead? 


- - Rowley, Come, come, Sir Peter, notwithſtanding 
2 ſometimes diſpute and diſagree, I am ſure you 
ove her, | N W 
Sir Peter. Aye, maſter Rowley; but the worſt of 
it is, that in all our diſputes and quarrels, ſhe is ever 


in the wrong, and continues to thwart and vex me ;j— 


Jam myſelf the ſweeteſt tempered man in the world, 
and fo I tell her an hundred times a day. | 
Rowley. Indeed, Sir Peter ! hes 

Sir Peter. Yes—and then there's Lady Sneerwell, 


| and the ſet ſhe meets at her houſe, encourage her to 
diſobedience; and Maria, my ward, ſhe too pre ſumes 


to have a will of her own, and refuſes the man I po- 
poſe for her; deſigniog, 1 ſuppoſe, to beſtow herſelf 


And fortune upon that profligate his brother. 


Rowley, You know, Sir Peter, I have often taken 
the liberty to differ in opinion with you, in regard to 


' theſe two young men; for Chatles, my life ont, will 
| retrieve all one-day or other.,— Their worthy father, 


my once honoured maſter, at his years, was full as 


wild and extravagant as Charles now is; but at his 


death he did not leave a more benevolent heart to la- 


ment his loſs; 


Sit Peter. You are wrong, maſter Rowley, you are 
very wrong ;—by their father's will, you know, I be- 
came guardian to theſe young men, which gave me an 
opportunity of knowing cheir different diſpoſitions z 
e uncle's Eaſtern liberality ſoon took them out 

my power, by giving them an early independence. 


ut ot Charles, Whatever good qualities he 2 
ä 5 N ja 


N 


Finne 


| . e e Charles, as 


FOR SCANDAE: 14 


have inherited, they are long ſince ſquandered away 
with the reft of his fortunez—Joſepb, indeed, is a 
pattern for the young men of the age—a youth of the 
nobleſt ſentiments, and acts up to the ſentiments he 


profeſſes. 


Rowley, Well, well, Sir Peter, I ſhan't oppoſe | 


our opinion at preſent, though I am ſorry you are 
f l F Nob may vrobably be the 
moſt critical period of his life, for his uncle, Sir 
Oliver, is arrived, and now in town, _ 8 
Sir Peter, What! my old friend, Sir Oliver, is he 
0 I thought you had not expected him this 
. eee „ 
Rowley, No more we did, Sir, but his paſſage has 
been remarkably quick, x. 
Sir Peter, I ſhall be heartily glad to ſee. bim— is 
ſixteen years ſince old Nol and I met—But does he ſtill 
enjoin us to keep his arrival a ſecret from his nephews ? 
Rowley. He does, Sir; and is determined, under a 
feigned character, to make trial of their different diſ- 
A Vü»Xk 5 
Sir Peter. Ah!] there is no need of it, for Joſeph, 
am ſure, is the man. —But hark ye, Rowley, does Sir 
Oliver know that. am. married? , 5 tor 47 
" Rowley. He does, Sir, and intends. ſhortly to wiſh 
you joy. _ __ „ 2 
Sir Peter. What, as we with health to a friend in a 
conſumption.— But I muſt have him at my houſe - do 
Bre him, n Til go and give orders for 
Us reception (going) We uſed to rail at matrimony to- 
gerber —ho has food fic to his text,—But Rowley, 
don't give him the leaſt hint that my wiſe and I diſa- 
ree, 
kant we ate a very happy cou 


„ - | 
© Rowley. Then you muſt ji careful not to quarrel 
whiltt he is here. 155 ; 


e Peter. _ And fo we mul bat . that will be. jon 


poſſible !—Zounds, Rowley, when an old batchelor 


_ marries a young wife, he deſerves—aye, he deſerves 


ad—the crime carries the puniſhment along with it. 


244 441. , End of the FrgsT Act. 
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for I would have him ihink (Heaven forgive me) 
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THE seno sr 
5 e e ee, ES TO 
S8 EN E Sir PrTER Txazzz's Houſe, - 
Euter Sir Pecen and Lady Tx AZE. 
6s, TIT 4 3 : | . EY Be . 1 
VCC 1 
f ADY Teazle, Lady Teazle, T won't bear it. 6 : 
L. Teagle. Very well, Sir Peter, you may bear | 
It or not, juſt as you pleaſe ; but I know TI ought t [ 
have my own way in every thing, and what's more, 
_— RE ER : 5 I 
2 * 8 51 aaa tA 3 
Sir Peter. What, Madam! is there no reſpect dug 2 
, f e * 1 


* k 
* 
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to the authority of a huſband? dd 
IL. Teazle. Why, don't 1 know that no woman of 
faſhion does as ſhe is bid after her e eee 
I was bred-in the country, I'm no ſtranger to that; if 
you wanted me to be obedient, yeu ſhould have adopt- 
i ed mie, and not married me I'm ſure you were old 
oh _ Enough. | 


a 
Sir Peter. Aye, there it is—Oons, Madam, what 4 
right have you to run ine into all this extrayagance ? _ 
I I. Teazle. , I'm ſure T am not more extravagant than 1 
| a Woman of quality ought to be. 
'M Sir Peter. Sliſe, Madam, I'll have no more ſums 5 
= Ffquandered 2 upon ſuch unmeaning luxuries; you 1 
0 


have as ma wers in your dreſſing- room, as would E 
turn the Pantheon into a green-houſe;z or make a Fete 
Champett at a ma —— F 

IL. Teasle. Lord, Sir Peter, am I to blame tha ( 


flowers don't blow in cold weather; you muſt blam 
the climate, and not mem ſure, for m 5 


wiſh it -was Spring all the year round, and that roſes | 
ew under our feet. | bo, 2 i 
Sir Peter. Zounds, Madam, I ſhould not wonder " "8 | 

| your extravagance if you had been bred to it—Had 
you any of theſe things before you married me? 1 
IL. Teaqz/e. Lord, Sir Peter, how can you be angry 1 
at thoſe litile elegant expences? n ; 
Sit Peter. Hud you any of thoſe little elegant ex- ; 


pences when you mairied mo? L. Tease. 


 Þp4 play 64 e wich the Eaca 


- 


* * F 


FOR, SCANDAL 
. Teazle, For my part, I think you, ought.to. be 
pleaſed your wife ſhould be thought a woman of taſte 
Sir Peter. Zounds, Madam, you had no taſte when 
J; A . 
L. Teazle. Very true, indeed; and after having 
married you, I never ſhould pretend to taſte again, 
Sir Peter, Very well, very well, Madam, you 
4. entitely forgot what your ſituation was when fir 
PPP „ 
L. Teazle, No, no, I haye not; a very di ern 
ble ſituation it was, or Tm ſure I never mould u 
Sit Peter, You forget the humble ſtate 1 took you 
from—the daughter of poor country 7 en 
T came to your father's, I found you fitting at your 
tambour, in a linea gown, a bunch of keys to your 
fide, and your hair. combed ſmoothly ovet a roll. __ 
73 S1I% > #} g l we « [4 : 2 6 
2 Trane, Yes, 1 remember very well ;—aiy daily 
occupations were to overlook the dairy, ſyperiatend 
the poultry, make extracts from the family receip 
book, and comb my aunt Deborah's lap dg. 
Sic Perer., On! I am glad to find you have (6 good 
STOR ooo oe tt od. es 
L. Teazle. My evening employments were to draw 
patterns for ruffl-s, which I had not materials to make 
1 


he 6 read a ſermon 
to my aunt Deborah,” or perhaps be ſtuck up at an old 
ſpinner to trum my father to {lzep after a fox-chace. 
Sir Peter. Thea, you, was glad to take a ride out 
behind the butler, upon the old dock'd coach horſe, . 
I.. Teagle. No, no, I deny ihe butler and the 
coach horſe, V 3 
885 Peter, I ſay you did. This was your ſituation 
Now, Madam, you muſt have your coach, viz-a-viz, 
and three powdered footmen to walk before your chair z 
and in ſummer, two white cats to draw. you to; Ken- 
fogtan-Gardens: and iuſtead of your living in, that 
hole in the country, I have brought you home here, 
made a woman of fortune of you, a woman of quality 
in ſhort, Madam, I have made you my wife. 
I. Teasle. Well, and there is but one thing more 


GAS, C2 you 
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Za ements at Lady Sneerwell's,, 


every thing to vex and plague me, 


- 


tne now do to add to the obligation, and that 


"Sir Peter. To make you my widow, I ſuppoſe.  . 
I. Teazle. Hem! F ber Lone FE 

Sir Peter, Very well, madam, very well; I am 
much obliged to you for the hint, ; 


Teazle. Why then will you force me to ſay 


ſhocking things to you. But now we have finiſhed our 
morning converſation, I preſume J may go to my en- 


ir Peter. Lady Sneer well !-——a precious acquaint- 
ance you have made with her too, and the ſet that 
frequent her houſe. Sucha ſet, mercy on us Many 
a wretch who has been drawn upon a hurdle, has 
done leſs miſchief than thoſe barterers of forged lies, 
coĩners of fcandal, and clippers of reputation. 
I. Teazle, How can you be fo ſevere; I'm ſure 
they are all people of faſhion, and very tenacious of 
reputation. x 3 . 


Dir Peter. Ves, ſo tenacious of it, they'll not allow | 


it to any but themſelves. wg | 
L. Teasle. I vow, Sir Peter, when I ſay an ill na- 
tured thing | mean no harm by it, for 1 take it for 
granted they'd do the ſame by ne, 5 
Sir Peter. They've made you as bad as any of them. 
I.. Teasle. Yes I think 1 bear my part with a 
tolerable grace. 7 0 EE Tine 
Sir Peter. Grace! indeed — ðͤ  _—_- 
I. Teazle. Well, but Sir Peter, you know you 
romiſed to come. 8 1 41235 
Sit Peter. Well, I ſball juft call in to look after my 
own chatacter. : | 
I. Teasle. Then, upon my word, you muſt make 
haſte after me, or you'll be too ſate. [Exit Lady Teazle. 
Sir Peter. I have got much by my intended expoſ- 
tulation— What a charming air ſhe has !—what a neck, 
and how 8 ſhe . her contempt of my 
authority! ell, though I can't make her love me, 


4 


eis ſome pleaſure to teize her a little, and I think ſhe 
neyer appears to ſuch advantage, as when the is doing 


. 
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80 0 E N E Lady Suypo RWELL” 5 Houſe. 


Enter Lady Sur RR WELL, Crantrrut, Sir BENJAMIN 
| Jo ern, Mrs. Candous, and MARIA. 


Lady Syernwetr, | 


A V. poſſitively we'll have it. 
Jeſeph. Aye, aye, the epigram by all means. 
Sir Benjamin. Ob! plague om it, it's mere nonſenſe. 
| Crabtree, Faith, Ladies, 'twas excellent for an 
extempore. 


3 


Sir Benjamin. But, La you ſhould be ac 


-quainted with the. citcuniſtancesVou mult know 
that one day laſt week, as Lady Bab Curricle was 
taking the duſt in Hyde Park, in a ſort of duodecimo 
phæton, ſhe. deſfites me to write ſome verſes on her 
ponies ; upon which I rook out my pocket book, and 
zn a moment produced the following: 
« Sure never were ſeen two ſuch beautiful ponies, | 
* Other horſes are clowns,, and theſe macaronies ; 
% Ta give them this title Pm-ſure ca t be wron 
% Their legs are ſo ſlim, and their tails are fo. long,” 
Crabtree. There, Ladies, done in the crack of 
a whip—and-on horſeback too! 
1e Oh! a very Phæœbus mounted 
s Candour, I muſt have a copy. | 
Enter Lady TRAZLE. 
. ee Lady Teazle, how 10 you do,. —1 
e we ſhall ſee Sir Peter. 


Teaxle. 1 believe he vin wait on your Ladyſhip 
,preſeatly. 


L. Sneerwell, Maria, my love, you look rave z 
come, you ſhall fit down to piquet with Mr. Surface. 


Maria. I take! very little pleaſure in carde—but 
Il do as your Ladyſhip pleaſes, 


L. Teazle. I — he ſhould ſit down to cards 
with Maria thought he would have taken an op- 
erer mm Ee do me before Sir Peter came, 
28 | 0 1 
ern 3 
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Mrs. Candour. Well, now In forſwear kis ſocie 


N 2 Af 4 

L. FEISS What 8 the maſter, Mrs. de 

Mrs. Candour. Why, they are ſo. cenſorious the 
Won't allow our friend, Miſs Vermillion, to be han 
ſome. 

L. Sneerwell. Oh, ſurely ſhe's a pretty woman, 

Crabtree. I'm glad you think fo. 

Mrs. Candour. She has a charming freſh colour.” | 

IL. Teasle. Ves, when it is freſh put on. 
Mrs. Candour. Well, I' yon: its natural, for | 

Pre ſeen it come and go. 

. Teazle. Yes, ie comes at night, and goes again | 
ia the morning. 

Sir Benjamin. True, nn it not only: goes and 
comes, but what's more, egad her maid can fetch and 
hes 1 it. ? 

Mrs. Candour. | Well,—and what do you think 

jos ber ſiſter ? . 

Crabtree, What, Mrs. Energreen——foregad, ſhe's 
fix and fifty if ſhe's a day. 

Mrs. Candour. | Nay, I'll fwear two or hre and 
ſixty i is the outſide =I don't think ſhe looks more. 
Sir Benjamin. Oh, there's no judging by her looks, 

 . unleſs we could fee her face. 

I. Sneerwell, Well, if Mrs. Evergreen 3 take 
ſome pains to repair the ravages of time, ſhe certainly 
effects it with great ingenuity, and ſurely” that's better 
than the careleſs manner in which the em Oaker 
"Chalks her wrinkles. 

Sit Benjamin. "Nay, now- my Lady Sneerwell, you 

axe too {evere upon the widow ———— Come, it is not 
that ſhe paints fo ill, but when ſhe has finiſhed: her face, 

[the joins it ſo badly to her neck, that ſhe looks like a 
mended ftatve, in which the a er may ſee at 
once, that the head is modern, though the eink's 7 
antique. 
Cali What do you thiok of Miſs erk 
Sir Benjamin. Why ſhe has pretty teeth. yd 

I. Teaxle, | Yes; and upon that account never 
Her mouth, but * a-Jars as it were, thus 


eres ber teeth) EY Onnes 


at fix and thirty. 


I. Teazle, And yet, I vow that's better than the 
pains Mrs. Prim takes to conceal her loſſes in front 
the draws her month till it refembles the apperture of 
a poor-box, and alt her words appear to ffide out edge- 
ways as it were, thus 5 „ 
« How do you do madam ?—Yes, nadan 


_—____ FoRr'SCANDEL 
Omnes. ; Ha, ha, ha, . e 


IL. Sneerwell. Ha, ha, ha; very well, Lady 


Teazie—I vow you appear to be a little ſevere. 
I. Teazle. In defence of a friend, you know, it is 
but juft.——But' here comes Sir Peter to ſpoil: our 
pleaſantry. 8 8 5 


| Enter Sir PETER, 

Sir Peter. Ladies your ſervant 
me!——The whole ſet—a character dead at every 
ſentence. * * 5 
Mrs. Candour. They won't allow good qualities to 
any one—not even good nature to our friend Mts, 


Purſey. | 


Crabtree, What! the old fat dowager that was at 
Mrs Quadrille's laſt night 7285 : 

Mrs. Candour. Her bulk is her misfortune; and 
when the takes ſuch pains to get rid of it, you ought 
not to reflect on her. 

I. Sneer well. That's very true, indeed. 

L. Teazle. Yes, — I'm told ſhe abfolntely lives upon 
-acids and fmall whey, laces herſelf with pulfies ;—— 
often in the hotteft day in Summer, you ſhall ſee her 
on a ſitile ſquat poney, with her hair platted and turn- 


ed up like a drummer, and away ſhe goes puffing round 


the ring in a full trot. | 
Sir Peter, Mercy on me! this is her own relations 
a perſon they dine with twice a week. (Afitte, 
Mrs. Candour | vow you ſhan't be ſo ſevere upon 
the dowager; for let me tell you, great allowances are 
to be made for a woman who ſtrives to paſs for a flirt 
I. Sneerwell, Though ſurely ſhe's handſome RilP; 
and for the weakneſs'in her eyes, conſidering how 


much ſhe reads by candle-light, tis not to be wondet- 
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Mrs. Candour. Very true ; and for her manner, 1 
think it very graceful, coplidering the never had any 
education; for her mother, you know, was a Welch 
milliner, and her father a ſugar baker at Bliſtol. | 
Sit Benjamin. Aye, you are. both of 7 too good 
natuted 
5 Mrs. Candour. Well, I never will join in the di 

cule of a friend; fo 1 tell my couſin Ogle, and ye all 
now what pretenſions ſhe has to beauty. 
ws - Crabtree, She has the oddeſt countenance—a 1 
lection of features from all corners of the globe. 
Sir Benjamin, She has, indeed, an Lih front, 

Crabtree. Caledonian lacks. 

Sir Benjamin. Dutch nole., 

Crabtree. . Auitrian lips. 

Sit Benjamin The complexion of a Spaniard. 

Crabtree, And teeth a la Chinoife. 

Sir Benjamin. In ſhort, her face reſembles. a table 

| drote at Spa, where no two gueſts are of a nation. 

. Crabtree. Or a Congtreſs at the cloſe of a general 
1 war, where every member ſeems to have a different 
inteteſt, and the noſe and chin are the parties 
likely to join iſſue. 

1 Sir Benjamin. Ha, ha, ha. 

f | I. Sneerwell. Ha, ba,—-Well, I vow you are a 
ll. couple of provoking toads, 

7 Mrs. Candour. Well I vow you ſhan't carry the 
1 | laugh ſo—let me tell you that, Mrs. Ogle. | 

| | | Sir Peter. Madam, madam, tis impoſſible to ſt 


9 le go ood gentlemens tongues ; but when I tell you, 
andour, that the lady they are ſpeaking of is a 
ee friend of mine, I hope 70 will be ſo good 
as not to undertake. her defence. 
L. Sneerwell, Well ſaid, Sir Peter ; + but you are a 
Cruel creature, too phlegwatic yourſelf for a wit, and 
too peevith to allow it to,0zhers, - 
Sir Peter. True wit, Madam, is more nearly allied 
10 ood nature thay you are aware of. 
..Tzazle. | rue, Sit Peter I, believe. they: are o 
ear * that they . neyer he — wo” 


— 


(ny a %Y< F_ 


al 
it 


licious invention, or idle repreſentation. 
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Sir Benjamin. Or rather, Madam, ſuppoſe them to 
be man and wife, one ſo ſeldom ſees them together. 
I.. Teazle But Sir Peter is ſuch an enemy to ſcan» 
dal, ] believe he would have it put down by parliament. 
Sir Peter. Foregad, Madam, if they conſidered the 
ſporting with reputations of as much conſequence as 
poaching on manors, and paſſed an act for the preſer- 
vation of fame, they would find many would thank 
„ ̃ BdBl5 ——x 
I. Sneerwell. Oh lud !—Sir Peter would deprive 
Df 700% 35 TRAD OBS 
Sir Peter, Ves, Madam; and none ſhould their 
have the liberty to kill characters, and run down repu: 
tations, but priviledged' old maids, and diſappointed 
withug! fon . 
IL. Sneerwe/l. Go, you monſter! r 
Mrs. Candour. But furely you wonld not be ſo ſe- 
vere on thoſe who only report what they hear? ; 
Sir Peter, Ves, Madam, I would have law for 
them too; and wherever the drawer of the lie was not 
to be found, the injureiſ party - ſhould have a right to 
come on any of the indorſers. | 4 
Crabtree, Well, I verily believe there 
ſcandalous ſtory without ſfonie foundation. 
Sir Peter, Nine out of ten are formed on ſome ma- 


1 


never was a 


* 


I. Sxeerawell. Come, Ladies, ſhall we fit d own to 


cards in the next room ? | | * 


Enter a SexvanT, who whiſpers Sir PETER, 

Sir Peter, I'll come directiy I'll ſteal away unpers 
ceived. chte 
I. Sneerwell, Sir Peter, you're not leaving us. 
Sir Peter. I beg pardon, kadies, tis particular bu- 

ſineſs, and I muſt—But I leave my character behind me. 
5 Lo [Exit Sir Peter. 

Sit Benjamin. Well, certainly Lady Teazle, that 

Lord of yours is a ſtrange being; I could tell you ſome 

Rories of him would make you laugh heartily, if he 
was not your huſband, © ly ih pag 

L. Teazle. Oh, never mind that—This way. 

If walk up and erneunt. 

| Jul. 


Ss 


0. 


T. H.-E s 0 OO 


1. You take no pleaſure in this. ſociety, 
Maria. How can 1? If to raiſe a malicious Colle af 
* 8 and ipfirmities of thoſe who are pn- 
appy, be a proof of wit and humour, Heaven grant 
me a double ortion of dulneſs. 
Te/eph. And yet, they have no malice in their 
hearts. 
Maria. Then i it is the more ene. fince no- 
2 but an ungovernable depravity o f heart, could 
t them to ſuch a practice. 
Foſeph. And f is it poſſible, Marin, that. you cap 
us feel for others, and yet be cruel to me alone? 
s hope to be 5 Sepieg the tendereſt ballen f 
Maria. will you perſiſt to 44-2400 me on s 
ſubject on whi "= you 8 long ſince known my ſenti» 
ments. 
Joſeph. Oh, Maria, you wauld nat be thus deaf to 
| dee bar that Charles, ee is ſtill a * 
ival. 
= Maria. | Voggnerouſl vr urged but whatever. my ſen- 
iments are, with regard to that unfortunate young man, 
aſfured I ſhall not conſider myſelf more bound to 
give him up, becauſe his misfortunes have loſt him ju 
regards—even of a N Going . 

Jaſeph. Nay, Marcia, gov; ſhall not leave me with 2 
frown; by all that's honeft I ſwear—(Knee/r, and ſees 
Lady Teazle entering behind) Ah! Lady Teazle, ah! 

ou ſhall not ſtir— (Ie Maria) | have the he greateſt regard 
in the world. for Lady Tara, has if ir e was 
once to ſuſpect. 

Maria. Lady Teazle l- 
L. Teazle. What is all this, child ? You are want- 


ing in the next room, , (Exit Maria) — What is the 
meaning of all this ?— What! did you take her for 


mer. -- 
Joſepb. Why, you muſt know Maria by ſome 
means ſuſpecting the great regard 1 entertain far 
your Ladyſhip—wasz—was—threatoin —if 1 did nat 
deſiſt, io acquaint Sir Perer—and II- was juſt rea- 
ſoving with her 


4 Teazle, You ſeem to have _ a very ene 


FR ECANDAL If 
Aer method of reafoning=pray, do you uſually argue 
CCCP 
Joſephb. Why, you know, fhe's but a child, and I 
thought a little bombaſt might be uſeſul to keep her 
ſilent.— But, my dear Lady Teazle, when will you 
come and give me your opinion of my library. 
I. Teazle. Why, 1 05 0 be gin to think it not ſo 
proper: and you know I admit you as a lover no farther 
than faſhion diftates, Sh 5 


* 1 * 


. 


that every Lady is entitled to. 5 
I.. Teasle. No further—and though Sir Peter's 
treatment may make me uncaſy, it mall neyer provoks 
Joſeph. To the only revenge in your power. 
. Teazle. Go, you infinuating wietch—but wg 


mall be miſſed, let us join the company. 


75 D PII follow your Ladyſh 


Ip. 3 

Teal Don't ſtay long, or I promiſe you 

Maria ſhan't come to hear any more.of your reaſoning. 

ny 1 | OY , [Exit Lady Teazle. 

o/eph. Apretty ſituation T am in——by gaining the 
wite I thall loſe the heireſs. | at firſt ee to 


- make her Ladyſhip only the inſtrument in my deſigns 


on Maria, but, ——1I don't know how it is I am 
become her ſerious admirer. I begin now to wiſh 1 
had not made a point of gaining ſo very good a cha- 
racer, for it has brought me into ſo many confounded 
Jogouries, that 1 fear I ſhall be expoſed at laſt. 


ee Hs 
SCENE Sir Perzx Tazazrt's Houſe. « 
Enter Sir Orr and RowlE v. | ö 
Sir Oliver. Ha, ha, and ſo my old friend is matri- 
ed at laſt, eh Rowley, — and to a young wife out of 
the country, ha, ha, ha. That he ſhould buff to old 
bachelors ſo long, and fink into a huſband at laſt. 
Rowley. But let me beg of you, Sir, not to rally 
him upon the ſubject, for he cannot bear it, though be 
been married theſe ſeven mon hs. 


Joſepb. Oh, no more ;—a mere platonic Ciciſdeg, 
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ai THE SCHOOL 
Sir Oliver. Then he has been juft half a year on 
the ſtool of repentance. Poor Sir Peter !-——But you 
ke * entirely given up Charles never ſees 
him, eh. | A 
' Rowley, His prejudice againſt him is aſtoniſhing, 
and I believe is greatly aggravated by a ſuſpicion of a 
connexion between Charles and Lady Teazle, and ſuch 
a report I know has been circulated and kept up, by 
means of Lady Sneerwell, and a ſcandalous party who 
aſſociate at her houſe; where, as I am convinced, if 
there is any partiality in the caſe, that Joſeph is the 
I 07 1 wa 
Sir Oliver, Ay, ay,—T know there are a ſet of 
miſchievous prating goſſips, both male and female, who 
murder characters to kill time; and rob a young fellow 
of his good name, before he has ſenſe enough to know 
the value of it: but I am not to be prejudiced 
againſt my nephew by any ſuch, I promiſe you 
We. No, no, if Charles has done nothing falſe or mean, 1 
mh! ſhall compound tor his extravagance, 15 N 
5 +. Rowley. 1 rejoice, ſir, to hear you ſay ſo; and am 
i" hep y.to find the ſon of my old-maſter has one friend 
Wo le 4 . | 1 1 
© Sir Oliver. What! ſhal] I forget, Maſter Rowley, 
When I was at his years myſelf ;——egad, neither my 
brother or I were very prudent youths, and yet, I 
believe, you haye not ſeen many better men than your 
JT | 
4 EKoewley. is that reflection I build my hopes on 
. and, my life on't! Charles will prove deſerving of 
your kindneſt But here comes Sir Peter. 
Enter Sir PE TIR. | 
Sir Peter. Where is he? where is Sir Oliver? 
Ah, my dear friend, I rejoice to ſee you! — You are 


— 


: welcome, — indeed you are welcome——you are 
q 222 to England a thouſand. and a thouſand 
N times. IP | 


Sir Oliver. Thank you, thank you, Sir Peter 
and I am glad to find you ſo well, believe me. 
| Sir Peter. Ah, Sir Oliver !—]t's fixteen years ſince 
1 laſt we ſaw each other—— many a bout we have hed 
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© Vir Oliver. Aye! I have had my. ſhare—— But 
what, I find you are married—hey old boy !—— Well, 
well, it can't be helped, and ſo I wiſh you joy with all 
my heart. V 
Sir Peter. Thank you, thank you— yes, Sir Oſiver, 
T have entered into that happy ſtate——but we won't 
talk of that now. en „ 
Sir Oliver. That's true, Sir Peter, old friends 
ſhould not begin upon grievances at their firſt meeting. 
no, no, no. 5 | „ 
. Rowley. (Aſide to Sir Oliver.) Have a care, Sir.; 
don't touch upon that ſubject. 
Sit Oliver. Wen, ſo, one of my nephews, 1 
find, is a wild young rogue. : 5 | 
Sir Peters Oh, my dear friend, I grieve at your 
diſappointment there—Charles is, indeed, a fad liber- 
tine—but no matter, Joſeph will make you ample 
amends—every body ſpeaks well of him. | 
Sir Oliver. I am vety (orry to hear it; he has too 
good a character to be an honeſt fellow—cvery, body 
ſpeaks well of him !—pſhaw—then he has bowed “ag 
low to knaves and fools, as to the honeſt dignity of 
genius and virtue, . 9 
Sir Peter. What the plague! are you angry with 
Joſeph for not making enemies ? e 
Sit Oliver. Why not, if he has merit enough to 
deſerve het. 1 „ 
Sir Peter, Well, well, fee him, and you'll be con- 
vinced how worthy he is— He's a pattern for all the 
young men of the age — He's a man of the nobleſt ſen- 
timents. WS | 7 
Sir Oliver. Oh! plague of his ſentiments— If be 
falutes me with a ſcrap of moralicy in his mouth I 
ſhall be ſick ditectly but don't however miltake me, 
Sit Peter, I don't mean to defend Charles's errors ; but 
before I form my judgment of either of them, I intend 
to make a trial of their hearts, and my friend Rowley 
and I have planned ſomething for that purpoſe. * **. 
Sir Peter, My life on Joſeph's honour. 3 
Sit Oliver. Well, wil give us a bottle of * 


yer, 


* 


% 
* 
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Sir Oliver. Then he has been juft half a year on 
the ſtool of repentance.” Poor Sir Peter !-——But you 
x | bY be bas entirely given up Charles never ſees 
= im, eh. | | 
' Rowley, His prejudice againſt him is aſtoniſhing, 
and I believe is greatly aggravated by a ſuſpicion of a 
connexion between Charles and Lady Teazle, and ſuch 
a report I know has been circulated and kept up, by 
means of Lady Sneerwell, and a ſcandalous party who 
aſſociate at her . houſe z where, as I am convinced, if 
there is any partiality in the caſe, that Joſeph is the 
favourite. C 3 3 
Sir Oliver. Ay, ay,—T know there are a ſet of 
miſchievous prating goſſips, both male and female, who 
murder characters to kill time, and rob a young fellow 
of his good name, before he has ſenſe enough to know 
the value of it: but I am not to be prejudiced 
againſt my nephew by any ſuch, I promiſe you 
No, no, if Charles has done nothing falſe or mean, I 
ſhall compound tor his extravagance, . 
.. Rowley. I rejoice, fir, to hear you ſay ſo; and am 
happy to find the ſon of my old maſter has one friend 
F FF „ 
Sir Oliver. What! ſhall J forget, Maſter Rowley, 
When I was at his years myſelf ;-——egad, neither my 
brother or I were very prudent youths, and yet, I 
believe, you have not ſeen many better men than your 
bold maſter was. LIKE | 
_ * - Rowley. is that reflection I build my hopes ON —_— 
and, my life on't! - Charles will prove deſerving 'of 
Four kindneſt. But here comes Sir Peter, 
Enter Sir PETER. | | 
Sir Peter. Where is he ? where is Sir Oliver ?—— 
Ah, my dear friend, I rejoice to ſee you! — You are 
welcome, — indeed you are welcome——you are 
quem to England a thouſand, and a thouſand 
mes 3 5 | 
Sir Oliver. Thank you, thank you, Sir Peter 
and | am glad to find you ſo well, believe me. 
Sir Peter. Ah, Sir Oliver !—Jt's fixteen y 


— 


ears fince 


* 


lat we ſaw each other many a bout we have bad 


2 os 1 { : - £ | 2 
_ vir Oliver, Well, well, give us a bottle of ga 
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what, I find you are married hey old boy !—— Well, 


well, it can't be helped, and ſo I wiſh you joy with all 
my heart. | ; * 5 

Sir Peter. 
T have entered into that happy ſtate——but we won't 
66! PpVpßßßß ĩů⸗ en eddie 

Sir Ol ider. That's true, Sir Peter, old friends 
ſhould not begin upon grievances at their firſt meeting, 
NO, NO, NO. 3 1 


Noauley. (Aſide to Sir Oliver.) Have a care, Sir. 


—don't touch upon that ſubject. 

Sir Oliver. K 
find, is a wild young rogue. „ 

Sir Peter * Oh, my dear friend, I grieve at your 
diſappointment there—Charles is, indeed, a ſad liber- 
tine—but no matter, Joſeph will make you ample 
amends—every body ſpeaks well of him. 1 

Sir Oliver. I am vety Orry to hear it; he has too 
good a character to be an honeſt fellow—every, body 


ſpeaks well of him !—pſhaw—then he has bowed? ay © 
low to knaves and fools, as to the honeſt dignity of | 


genius and virtue. 


Joſeph for not making enemies? | 1 
Sir Oliver. Why not, if he has merit enough to 
deſerve them. "Pe. ; FFF 
Sir Peter, Well, well, ſee him, and you'll be con- 


vinced how worthy he is— He's a pattern for all the 
young men of the age — He's a man of the nobleſt ſen- 


timents. 


Sir Oliver. Oh! plague of his ſentiments—-If he 

ſalutes me with a ſcrap of moralicy in his mouth 1 
ſhall be ſick direQly—but don't however miſtake me, 1 

Sir Peter, 'I don't mean to defend Charles's errors; but: | | 

before I form my judgment of either of them, I intend” 

to make à trial of their hearts, and my friend Rowley | 

and I have planned ſomething for chat purpoſGe. 


off 


Sir Peter, My life on Joleph's honour, NIEL 7 
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dit Oliver, Aye! I have had my ſhate——But 


Thank you, thank you—yes, Sir Oliver, © 


ell, fo, one of my nephews, 1 


* 


1 


CHO | 
wine, and we'll drink your Lady's health, and tell you 
all our ſchemes. | ” | 
Sir Peter. Alont—done, | | 
Sir Oliver. And don't, Sir Peter, be too ſevere 
againſt your old friend's ſon ; Odds my life, I am not 
ſorry he has run a little out of the courſe—for my 
part, I hate to ſee prudence clinging to the green 
fſuckers of youth; tis like ivy round the ſaplin, and 
| fFpoils the growth of the tree. [ Exeunt omnes. 
4 End of the Sx cop Acr. 
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ACTI. | 

L | c * ] 
SCENE Sir PzTex's Houſe. 4 


Enter Sir PETER, Sir OL IvzR, and RowLEY. | 


+ 


OR Sir PETER, 
'ELL, well, we'll fee this man firſt, and then ( 
bare our wine afterwards.—But Rowley, I 
don't ſee the Jef of your ſcheme. bs ] 
Rowley, Why, Sir, this Mr, Stanley was a near 1 
kelation of their mother's, and formerly an eminent 
merchant in Dublin—he failed in trade, and is greatly 
reduced ; he has applied by letter to Mr. Surface and 
Charles for aſſiſtance from the former of whom he 
Has received nothing but fair promiſes; while Charles, 
in the midſt of his own diltrefles, is at preſent endea- 
FPouting to raiſe a ſum of money, part of which 1 
; know he intends for the uſe cafes! Py 7 
Sit Oliver. Aye — he's my brother's ſao. | 
«oF 5 04 ley, © "2g Sir, we Raped, That Sir Oliver 
5 + - hall viit chem bath, in the character of Mr. Stanley; 
321 have, informed them he has obtained leave of his 
' + Ergditors to wait on his friends in perſon—and in the 


7 


b 
| _ younger, believe me, you'll find one, who, in the 0 
{ || igſt of diſſipation and extravagance, has ſtill, as our 
immortal Bard expreſſes it, 4 tear for pity, and a hand 
TEST - Nen as day a melting charity. | 
Peter. What ſignifies his open hand and _ 5 


* 


„ W071, 
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if he has nothing to give? But where is this perſon you. 
were a ET: HH „„ 
Rowley. Below, dit, waiting your commands - you 
muſt know, Sir Oliver, this is a friendly Jew ; one 
who, to do him juſtice, has done every thing in his 
power to aſſiſt Charles - Who waits—(Enter a Servant) 
deſire Mr. Moſes to walk up. [Exit Servant. 
Sir Peter. But how are you ſure he'll ſpeak truth? 
Rowley. Why Sir, I have perſuaded him, there's 


no proſpe of his being paid ſeveral ſums of money he 


has advanced for Charles, but through the bounty of 
Sir Oliver, who he knows is in town ; therefore you 
may depend on his being faithful to his intereſt—Oh ! 
here comes the honeſt Iſrælite 

| Enter Moss. 
Sir Oliver, this is Mr, Moſes Mr. Moſes, this is 
Sir Oliver. | | 

Sir Oliver. I underſtand you have lately had great 
dealings with my nephew Charles. | 

Moſes. Yes, Sir Oliver—I have done all I could for 
him—but he was ruin'd before he came to me for aſ- 
ſiſtance. . | ; 

Sit Oliver, That was unlucky truly, for you had 
no opportunity of ſhewing your talent. | 

Moſes, None at all; I had not the pleaſure of 
knowing his diſtreſſes, till he was ſome thouſands 


wWorſe than nothing. 


Sir Oliver. Unfortunate indeed ! But I ſuppoſe you 


have done all in your power for him. 


Moſes. Yes, he knows that— This very evening I 
was to have brought him a gentleman from the city, 
who does not know him, and will advance him ſome 
monies, ; 2 a 

Sir Peter. What! a perſon that Charles bas never 
borrowed money of betore, lead him any in his pre- 
tent citcumſtances. 

Moſes. Yes | 

Sir Oliver, What is the gentleman's name ? 

Moſes. Mr. Premium, of Crutched-Fiiars, formerly 
a broker. | 

Sir Peter. Does he know Mr, Premium ? 


Da Moſes, 


* 


* 


28 THE Son. 
Moſes. Not at all 5 
Sir Peter. A thought ſtrikes me ſuppoſe, Sir 
Oliver, you was to viſit him in that character; twill 
be much better than the romantic one of an old rela- 
tion; you will then have an opportunity of ſeeing 
Charles in all his glory. : 
Sir Oliver. Egad I like that idea better than the 
ants 2nd then 1 may viſit Joſeph afterwards as old 
tanley. | 
| Beater Gentlemen, this is taking Charles rather 
unawares; but Moſes, you underſtand Sir Oliver, and 
I dare ſay will be faithful. 5 
. Moſes. You may depend upon me.— This is very 
neat the time I was to have gone, 1 
Sir Oliver. I'll accompany you as ſoon as you 
pleaſe, Moſes, but hold—1 had forgot one thing 
ow the plague ſhall I be able to pals for a Jew : 
.. Moſes. There is no need—the principal is a Chiiſ. 
tian. ; i . 
Sir Oliver. Is be? I am very ſorry for it—— but 
then again, am 1 not too ſmartly dreſſed to look like a 
money lender ? 7 8 8 Wen] 
Sir Peter. Not at all—it would not be out of cha- 
racer if you went in your own chariot ; would it 
Moſes? | | 
' Moſes. Not is the leaſt, 135 
Sit Oliver. Well, but how muſt I talk? There's 
certainly ſome cant of uſuty, or mode of treating; 
- 'that I ought to know, , 5 
Sir Peter As I take it Sic Oliver, the great point 
is to he exotbitant in your demands —Eh ! Moſes ? 
Moſes. Yes, dat is very great point. ; 
Sir Oliver. I'll anſwer fo't I'll not be wanting in 
that, eight or ten per cent on the loan at leaſt. 


_ Moſes. Oh! it you aſk him no more as dat, you'll : 


be diſcovered immediately. 
Sir Oliver. Hey, what the plague——how much 
then? Wh : | 3 
Moſes. That depends upon the circumſtances——if 
he appears not very anxious for the ſupply, you ſhould 
' 1equiie only forty or filty per cent. but it you had him 


* 
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In great diſtreſs, and he wants money very bad——you - 
muſt aſk double. „ 
Sir Peter. Upon my word, Sir Oliver. Mr. Pre- 
mium I mean—it's a very pretty trade you're learning. 
Sir Oliver. Truly I think fo; and not unprofitable, 
Moſes. Then you know you have not the money 
urſelf, but are forced to borrow it of a friend. 
4 Oliver, Oh! I borrow it for him of a friend 
dir: ES . | 
Moſes. Yes, and your friend's an uneonſcionable 
l T 


ir 1 Oh! my friend's an unconſcionable dog 
———15 he | 1 | 
| Moſes. And then he himſelf has not the monnies by 
him, but is forced to fell ſtock at a great loſs, | 
Sir Oliver. He's forced to ſell ſtock at a great loſs, 
well, really, that's very kind of bim. 
Sir Peter. But hark'ye, Moſes, if Sir Oliver was to 
rail a little at the annuity bill, don't you think it would 
have a good effect? | 
Moſes. Very much. OR. _ 
Rowley, And lament that a young man muſt now 0 
come to years of diſcretion, eie be has it in his 
power to ruin himſelt. „ 
Moſes. Ayet-« great ier, 8 
Sir Peter. Yes, and abuſe the public for allowing 
merit to a bill, whoſe only object was to ruin youth. 
and inexperience, from the rapacious. gripe of uſury, 
and to give the young heir an opportunity of enjoying; 
his fortune, without being ruined by coming into poſs; 
ſeſſion. FEC 
Sir Oliver. So, —ſo.—Moſes ſhall give me fur-- 
ther inſtructions as we go together. 
| Sir Peter. You'll ſcarce have time to learn your 
trade, for Charles lives but hard by, _ 
Sir Oliver. Ohl never fear—my tutor appears ſo 
able, that tho' Charles lived in the next ſtreet, it muf 
be my own fault if Lam not. 3 compieat rogue before, 
Thave turned the corner; ¶ FTæeunt Sir Oliver & Moſes, 


Sir Peter: So Rowley, you would have been partial, 


and given Chailes notice of our plot. . 


— — yr] 
- 
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' Rowley. No indeed, Sir Peter. PEA * % 
Sit Peter Well, I ſee Matia coming, I want t - 
have ſome talk with ker. (Exit Rowley. 
3 ; Enter Marra. | 5 
So Maria, What is Mr. Surface come home with you? 
Maria. No, Sir, he was engaged, _.. 
Sir Peter. Maria, I wiſh you were more ſenſible to 
his excellent qualities, does not every time you are in 
his company convince you of the merit of that amiable 

_ Young man? FFF 
Maria. You know, Sir Peter, I have often told you, 
that of all the men who have paid me a particular at- 
tention, there is not one 1 would not ſooner prefer, 
thay Mr. Surface. 1 

Sit Peter. Aye, aye, this blindnefs to his merit pro- 
cred from your attachment to that profligate brother 
of his. | . 

Maria. This is unkind, you know, at your requeſt, 
T have foborn to ſee or correſpond with him, as I 
have long been convinced he is unworthy my regard; 
but while my reaſon condemns his vices, my heart ſug» 
ge ſts ſome pity ſor his misfortunes. _ #4 
Sir Peter. Ah! you had beſt reſolve to think of bim 
no more, but give your heart and hand to a worthier 
objeR. | C 
Maria. Never to his brother. 
5 Sir Peter. Have a care, Maria, I have not yet made 
- you know what the authority of a guardian is, don't 
force me to exert it. . 
Maria. I know, that for a ſhort time I am to obey 
you as my father, — but muſt ceaſe to think you ſo, 
when you would compel me to be miſerable. 
& ata Noe reno ot 3 OY 
Sir Peter. Sure never man was plagued as I am; 
F had not been married above three weeks, before her 
father, a heal, hearty man, died, —on purpoſe, I be- 
lieve, to plague me with the care of his daughter: but 
here comes my help-mate, ſhe ſeems in mighty good 
' -  Aumour.; I wiſkI copld teize ber into loving me a little. 
I. Teal. What's the matter, Six Peter? What 
4 = 200 © e rin 8 $5454 ve | 
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| 4 hays you done to Matia? It is not fair to quarrel and 
I nat by. | „ 

Sir Probe, Ah! Lady Teazle, it is in your power 
to put me into s humour at any tive. 
I. Teazle. Is it? I am glad of it—for I want you 
to be in a monſtrous good humour now; coine.do be 
good hunouced, and let me have two hundred pounds.“ 
Sit Peter, What the plague! can't I be in a good 
humour without paying for it, —but look always thus, 
and you ſhall” want for nothing. (Pulls out a pockets 
725 ) 17% ny * hundred pounds for you, 
21ing to. kiſs, ) now. ſeal me a bond for the tepaymei 
* „ . my note of hand will do 1 hs 
Fs i om EARS oC Is: - living ber band. 
Sir Peter. Well, well, I muſt be ſatisfied with 
that you ſhan't much longer reproach me for not ha- 
ving made you a proper ſettlement—I intend ſhortly tay 
ſurprize you. Ct | Ty > 
L. Teezle. Do you? You can't think, Sir Peter, 
how good humour becomes you; now you look juſt as 
u did before I married you. STERILE; IE ci. 
Sit Peter. Do l indeed? 6, or eee Ls 
I. Teazle. Don't you remember when you uſed to 
walk with me under the elins, and tell me ſtories of 
What a gallant you were in your youth, and aſked me 
If I could like an old fellow, who could deny me no- 


3 thing, | 9 

; Sir Peter. Aye, and you were ſo attentive and oblig - 
; ing to me then. Ls | wo, 7.108 4 

1 IL. Teasle. Aye to be ſure I was, and uſed to take 

” your part againſt all my acquaintance, and when my. 

| couſin Sophy uſed to laugh at me, for thinking of mar- 

3 Tying a man old enough to be my father, and call you. 

1 an ugly, ſtiff, formal old batchelor, I contradicted her, 

„ and ſaid I did not think you fo ugly by any means, and. 

is that I dar d ſay, e ee a good fort of a 

it MET: ot ew rr. : ga 

8 Sir Peter. That was very kind of you—Well, and. 

e. you were not miſtaken, you have fougd it ſo, have pot. 


Jou i- But ſhall we always live thus happy ? 


at + L. Teazte, Withall wy heart ;—Tm-—1 don't, car % | 
. 7 aw 4 ® 14 8 Date 5 2 0 $4 £4.44 4 " mw 4% þ * 2 | * 5 
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how ſoon we leave off an da you will 2 


own you are tired firft. 
Sir Peter. With alf my heart. 


L. Teazle. Then we ſhall be as kagpy. as the "yy 


is long,-and never, never, — never quarrel more. 

Sit Peter. Never—never—never—and, let our fu- 
ture conteſt be, who ſhall be moſt obliging. 

L. Teazle, Aye! 

Sir Peter, But, my dear Lady Teazle—my love 
indeed you muſt keep a ſtrict watch over your temper: 
for, you know, my dear, that in all our diſputes: 
«nd quarrels, you always begin firſt. 

IL. Teazle. No, no, Sit Peter, my dear, tis . 

you that begins. | 

Sir Peter. No, n0,—no- ſuch thing. 


I. Teazle. Have a care, this. is not the way to live- | 


1rd if you fly out thus. 

Sir Peter, No, no, — tis you. 

L. Teagle. No is you. 

Sit Peter. Zounds 1—1 ſay ' tis you. 

L. Teazle. Lord! I never faw ſuch a man in my 
life—juſt What my couſin Sophy told me. 


Sit Peter: Your couſin. Sophy is a forward, ſaucy, 


inen minx. 
Teazle. You are a very great bear, I am ſure,. 
to abuſe my relations. 

Sir. Peter. But I am well enough ſeryed for marty- 


1 ou—a pert, forward, rural coquette; who had 


ed half the honeſt ſquires in the country. 
I. Teasle. I am fie I was a great fool for marry- 
rying you—a ſtiff, crop, dangling old batchelor, who- 
Was un- married at fifty, becauſe. no body would have. 


him. 


Sir T8 You; was ver ry glad. to have,me—you; 


| never had ſuch an offer before.. 


L. Teasle. Oh, yes. 1; bad—there was Sit Tivey 


Terrier, who every ogy ſaid would be a. better match ;z. 
r his eſtate Was full ab a5 good as * and be bas 


bs his neck ſtict we were Ber, 


Sit Peter.. Very—very. well, ; am you re 10 | 
1 


pgs woman; and may plague rg on La 


» 
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ever try to be friends with you again,—You ſhall have 
n ſeparate maintenance, _ 3 5 

L. Teazle. By all means a ſeparate maintenance. 
Sir Peter. Very well, Madam— Oh, very well. 


| x tis Madam, and I believe the ſtories of you and 
Cha 


rles——of you and Charles, Madam, — were not 
without foundation. 3 1 
L. Teazle. Take care, Sir Peter; take care what 
you ſay, for I won't be ſuſpeRed without a cauſe, I 
promile you. e F . 
Sir Peter. A divorce : _ A 
L. Teezle. Aye, «divorce. 
Sir Peter. Aye, zounds! I'|l make an example of 
myſelf for the benefit of all old batchelors. | 


I.. Teazle. Welt, Sir Peter, I ſee you are going to | 


be in a paſſion, ſo I'll leave you, and when you come 
properly to your temper, we thail be the happieſt cou- 
— in the world; and never —nevet—quartel more, 


. . [Exit. 


Sir Peter, What the Devil ! can't I make her angry 


neither.— I'll after her—zounds—ſhe muſt not preſume 
to keep her temper, —No, no,—ſhe may break my 
heart—but damn it—I'm determined ſhe ſhan't keep 
ker temper, ' MS ee I. [Exth 


SCENE Cnazues's Houſe. | 
Enter Tee, Sir Ot1ver and Moses, 
Trip. This way, Geatlemen, this way.—Moſes, 


what's the gentleman's name? . | 


Sir Oliver. Mr. Moſes, what's my name? 4 
Moſes, Mr. Premium 55 6 
Trip. Oh, Mr Premium, —very well. [Exit, 


Sit Oliver, To judge by the ſervant, one would 
not imagive the maſter was ruined.—Sure this was my 
brother's houſe. 5 $f 14 
Meſes. Ves, Sit. Mr, Charles bought it of Mr. 
Joſeph, with furniture, pictutes, &c. juſt as the old 
geotleman left it.— Sit Peter thought it a great piece of 


_ Extravagance in him. 


Sir Oliver. Ila my mind, the other's economy: in 
ſelling it to him, was more ieprehenſible by half. 


Enter 
* . 
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Enter Tay, 


Trip. <a. my maſter is very thay. he hab 


Company at preſent, and cannot ſee you. 
Sir Oliver. If he knew who it was that waned te 


Tee him, perhaps he would not have ſent ſuch a meſ- 


ſage. 
Trip. Oh! yes, I told him who it ward did not 


N forget my little Premium, no, no. 


ir Oliver. Very well, Sir; and ptay what way 
your name be ? regs 
Trip. Trip, Sir ; Trip, at your ſetvice. 
Sir Oliver. Very well, Mr. Trip,. —you have a 
pleaſant ſort of a place here, I gueſs, | 
Trip. Pretty well—There are four of us, who 


paſs our time agreeably enough—Our wages, indeed, 


are but ſmall, and ſometimes a little in arrear We 
have but fifty guineas a year, and find our own bags 
and bouquets. 
Sir Oli ver, Bags and bouquets [—halters and baf- 
tinadoes! _ 


Trip. Oh, Moſes, hark' ye—did you get that little 5 


bill diſcounted for me ? 
Sir Oliver. Wants to raiſe money too Mercy on 


| meſ—He has diſtreſſes, I Warrant, like a Lord, and 


affeQs creditors and duns. [Afide. 


 . Moſes, "Twas not to be done, indeed, Mr. Trip. 


[Gives the note. 
Trip. No! why 1 thought when my friend ve 
had ſet his mark on it, it was as good as Caſh, 
Moſes. No, indeed, it would not do. 
Trip. Perhaps you could get it done by. way of 
annuity.” 
Sit Oliver. An annuity !—A ſootmah taiſe money 


by annuity !—Well ſaid luxury, egad. [Afide, 


fes. Well, but you mutt inſure your place. 
Trip. Oh! I'll iafure' my life if you pleaſe, | 
Sit Oliver, That's more than I would yOu Becks 
Aſide. 
Trip. Well, but 1 ſhould like to have it 4 be- 
fore this damm d regiſtiy takes place; one would not 
wiſh to „rave one's name made public. 


Moſes . 


. - y 
1 . } an * 
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Moſes. No, certainly—but is there nothing you 
Gould depoſit? a TE hen I 
Trip. Why, there's none of my maſter's cloathy 
will fall very ſoon, I believe; but I can give a mort- 
985 on ſome of his winter ſuits, with equity of re- 
emptioa before Chitſtmas—or a 5% obit on his blye 

and ſilver. Now theſe, with a few pair of point ruf- 

fles, by way of ſecurity, (bell rings) coming, coming. 

Geatlemen, if you'll walk this way, perhaps I may 
introduce you now.—Moſes, don't forget the annuity 

l' infure my place, my little fello x. 

Sir Oliver. If the man is the ſhadow of the maſter, 


this is the temple of diſſipation indeed. _ 
| [Exeunt Trip, Sir Oliver and Moſes. 
CnARLEZS, CARE LESS, Sir Tony, and Gentlemen, 


5 85 Aiſcovered drinking. | 
Charles. Ha, ha, ha, ———'Fore Heaven you are 


in the right—the degeneracy of the age is aſtoniſhing; 
there are. many of our acquaintance who ate men of 


wit, genius, and ſpirit, but chen they won't drink. 
| Careleſs. True, Charles; they fink into the more 

. 1 luxeries of the table, and quite neglect the 
bottle. | 7 | 

1] Cbarles. Right—beſides, ſociety ſuffers by it; for, 

* inſtead of the mitth and humour that uſed to mantle 

5 over a bottle of Burgundy, their converſation is be- 
come as inſipid as the Spa water they drink, which * 

= has all the pertneſs of Champaigne, without its ſpicit 

h or flavour. VVV 


| Sir Toby. Rut what will you ſay to thoſe who 

| prefer play to the bottle ——There's, Harry, Dick, 

of and Careleſs himſelf, who are under a hazard regimen, 

"Charles, *Pſha! no ſuch thing—What, would you 

ey train a horſe for the courſe by keeping him from corn ? 

—Let me throw upon a' bottle of Burgundy and I 

never loſe; at leaſt T never feel my loſs, and that's 
the ſame thing. e 


7 
— l 
he 


K. if. Gent. True ; beſides, tis wine that determines 
de. if a man be really in love, e. 

be- Charles. 80 it is—Fill up a dozen bumpers to a 
not dozen beauties, and ſhe that floats at the top, is the 
0/05» 


Zul that has bewitched vou. Careleſs, 


— 
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Careleſs. But come, Charles, you bare not oem. 

as your real favourite. 
Charles. Faith I have with held her only in com- 
paſſion to you, for if I give her, you muſt tooſt a 


.round of her peers, which is - impoſſible, (be) on 
barth. | 


Careleſs, We'll toaſt ſome heathen deity, or celeſ- 
tial goddeſs to match her, 

Charles. Why then bumpers—bumpers all round— 
* s Maria—Maria.—Sighs, 

. Gent, Matia — pſhaw—give us ber "MN name. 

Chirks pſhaw hang her ſir- name, that's too 
ö to be regiſtered on love's calendar. | 
: Gent. N ney then— Here's Maria. 

Str Toby. Maria—come, here's Maria. 

Charles. Come, Sir Toby, have a cate ; you muſt 
1 a beauty ſuperlative. | 
Sit Toby, Then I'll give you=———Here't— 
Careleſs, Nay, never hefitate—But Sir rer has 
56 a ſong, that will excuſe him. 

Onnen. The ſong——The ſong. 


$-:0_N..;G..-; 


Here's to the maiden of bluſhing fifteen, - 
; Now to the widow of fifty ; 3 
| Here s to the flaunting, extravagant quean, 1 ous 
And then to the ro ag ig that's thrifty. _ 
- Let the toaft pa » drink to ihe 7 PIES 
I warrant ſbe Il end an excuſe for the a. 


13 


N s to the charmer whoſe dimples we prize, 
Now to the damſel with none fir; 
Here's to the maid with her pair of blue eyes, 
ph And now to the nymph with but one ſir. 
Len the f paſs bs: 


2 s to the aid" ick her boſom of FLY 5 
Now to her that's as brown as a berty ; 
Here's to the wife with her face full of Woes 
And now to the damſel that's merti 7x. 
Tet the teaſt paſs, oe. - ll 
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For let them be clumſy, or let them be flim, 
 _ Young or ancient I care not a feather; Ws 
| So fill us a bumper quite up to the brim, _ | 
And een let us toaſt them ns: 4 
ler the toaft paſs, We. . 


Tait enters and whiſpers Cnanres, 


Charles Gentlemen, 1 muſt beg your e 
(rifing) I muſt leave you upon bulineſs— releſs, 
take the chair. 

| Careleſs. What, this is'fome wech- but we vont 

loſe you for her.. 

Charles. No, upon my honour—le, is only ger 
and a broker that are come by appointment. ” 
| Careleſs. A Jew and a broker! we'll have em in 

: | Shares. Then deſite Mr. Moſes to walk in. 

Tri. And little Premium too, Sir, 

| Careleſs. Aye, Moſes and Premium. 0 Exit 7 wa. 

8 Charles we'll give the raſcals ſome | generous Burgundy. - 

| Charles. No, hang it—wine but draws forth the 

| natural. qualities of a man's heart, and to make them 
drink, would only de to whet their knavery. 
Enter Sir OLiver and Mos gs. 
Walk in, Gentlemen, walk i io; Trip ive chairs; 
fit down Mr. Premium, ſit down Moſes. Glaſſes, 
Trip; come, Moſes, I'll give you a ſentiment. © Here's - 
re to uſur bs Wot, kill the ci Ry eee 0 
-* Moſes. Rete ſuccels to 1 1 "TY ; 
' Careleſs... ' True, | Charles; uſury is 3 nduſtry, and 
Geſck hs to ſucceed, 


4 Sir Oliver. Then here's « Al the. ſucceſs it de- 
FR ſerves.” 


Careleſs. Oh, dam'me me, Sie, that won't do; you 
dodge io the toaſt, and ſhall drink it in a pint bumper 


t leaſt. 


"Moſes. Oh, pro) ai, adler Me Premiums | = had 


1 2 0 Aud. be den love ol wine, and aod I 
Ye G done to he b ttle,— ill, Moſes, a quart, 
ar, es,” Pray, co aller Geatlemes, Ms. „Premium 
* e 


Far | E Sir 


„ 55 HE 8 H 0 0 . 
Sir Oliver, IT wiſh I was ot of their company. 
2 
Careleſi. "Come along, my boys, if they. won't 
drink with us we'll not ſtay with them; the dice are in 
the next room — You'll ſettle your buſineſs, Charles, 
and come to us. 
Charles.” Aye, aye, — but Careleſs, you muſt be 
ready, perhaps I may have occaſion for you. 
| Careleſs... Aye, aye, bill, bon , or anovity, "ts all 
the ſame to me. Exit wit he reſt. 
Moſes. Mr.. Premiu is a gentleman of the ſtricde 
*Lonour and. ſecrecy, an always performs what he u 
dertakes.— Mr. Premium, this is (formally) 
© Charles. "'Pſhaw! hold your tongue my friend 
Moſes, Sir, is a very honeſt fellow, but a little ſlow at 
Expreſſion——1 ſhall cut the matter very ſhort ;—— 
3 an extravagant young fellow that wants to borrow 
| and you, as I take it, are a prudent old fellow 
OY) Si ot money | to lend il am ſuch A fool as to 
5 fifty per cent. rather than go without it; and you 
rppabe © 15 fo zue enough to take an hundred if you 
"can get it. now, we underſtand. one another, and 
way proceed 10 buſineſs without further ceremony. _ 
Sir Oliver. Exceeding trank, upon * wory * * = 
* are not a man of compliments, | | 
| Charles. Neo, Sir. fas 33 * 
| © Sit Heer, Sir, I ke ou the bettet 80 Bev i 
'eyer you are miſtaken in one thing; 1 \haye no 8 0 
to lend, but I believe I could pracure ou ſome frop * 
ftienti Rput then he's 'a damn d Tech e ce 9081 is t 
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| * not Moſes? 8 2 | 

| 23 Ves, but you can *t help at. an B 

| Sir Oliver. And then, he bas no ay money, by C 
Him , Hut wult fell ſtock 3 At a great, 55 muſt not he h 
Moſes? Y j et 4 
Moſes. s, inde yon know 1 wa 

ö e 60 50 aſs © Ws e as Be 0 . 80 

1 |. Charles thoſe wha ſpenk tryth Sally" | 

1 And Sir 1 I right pay the dfferepce, To 3551 : 


| Voce, MF > q know tha is 70% t th 
1 * 19 ALES 4 95 214 — 
1. Ind without! -paying/ forie | 1 "Sie 1 
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Sit Oliver.” Well but what fecyrity. could. you. 
give——you have not any land I R 
"Charles. Not a mole-hill, nor a twig but what. 
e in bow-pots out at the windows, 

Sir Oliver. Nor any ſtock, I preſume. _ 10 

_ Charles, None but live ſtock, and they are only a 
few pointers and ponies.—But pray, Sir, are you ac. 
quainted with any of my connections? 

Sit Oltver. To ſay the truth l am. 

_ Charles. Then you muſt have heard, that 1 delt 
a tich old uncle in India, Sir Oliver Surface, Ren, 
whom I have the greateſt expectations 

Sir Oliver. That you have a wealthy uncle I he 
heard ; but how your A will turn out is 
more, T believe, - b er ou can tell. 

Charles. Oh yes, Im told Iam a monſlrous fayou- 
rite ; and that he gere, leaving me evely thing. 

1. . Oliver.” 5 Indeed! this i is the firſt 1 have heard of 85 


bs. of 9 


te a Ves, yes, . end, weng me his heit— . 
Does he not, Mofes * 


Moſes. Oh yes, I'll take my oath of that. . 
Sir Oliver. 1 they'll er me preſently 4 tha 5 
Im at Bengal. Af.) 2 | 


© Chartes. Now,” ' what 'I- propoſe, Me. Premium, is 
to give you a poft obit on my uncle's life. ' Though in- 
deed my uncle Noll has been vety kind to me, and 
upon my ſoul, I ſhall be fincerely forry to hear any 
thing has happened to him 

Sir Oliver. Not more than ! ſhould ente vou. 
But the bond you mention happens to be the worſt fe- 
curity you could offer me, for I might *live'to be an 
hundred, and never recover theprincipal. © | 

- Charles.” Oh, yes you would, for the | moment be 
dies, you come upon me for the wendy. | | 

Sir Oliver. Then I believe I ſhould * this mot: un- 
welcome dun you ever had in your life. 5 


- Charles,” What; you are afraid, my little Premium, 5 


that my uncle is too good a life 
_ Sir Oliver. No, indeed 1 am not ; though-l Forces 
E 2 | head 


* 
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heard he's as heal, and as bearty, as any man of hig 
years in Chriſtendom 

Charles. Oh, there you are miſinformed. No no, 
poor uncle Oliver [ he breaks a. pace. The climate, 
fir, has hurt his conſtitution, and I'm told he's ſo much 
= of late, that his neareſt relations don't know 

im. 

Sir Oh No! ha, ha, ha; ; ſo much altered of 
late, that his neareſt relations would not know mor 
Ha, ha, haz. that's droll egad. 

Charles, What you ate pleaſed. to bear he i is on 
the decline, my little Premium. 

Sir Oliver. No, I am not, no, no, no. ; 

Charles, Yes you are, for it mends your chance. : 

Sir Oliver. But Iam, told Fa Oliver is Pane 
aver, ——nay,. ſome ſay: he is actually arrived. 

Charles, Oh, there you are milinformed again. 
No no ſuch thing he is this moment at Bengal. 

What! I muſt certainly know better than you. 

Sit Oliver. Vety true, as you ſay, you muſt know 
better than I; though I have it from very 300 er. 
Have I not, Moſes? 

; Hoſes. Moſt undoubtedly... , 883 
Sir Oliver. But, fir, as 1 underſtand you. want a 

| ſaw hundreds immediately, deren aal ae 595 
would diſpoſe o. e 5 my. Se 

+ Charles. Hou do you A Kh N 

Sy Oliver. For inſtance, now; I have heard your. 
father left behind him a great quantity. of maſly | old 

late. > 
* "Charles. Ves, but that. is gone long ago—Moſes 
can inform you how, better than I can, 0 
Sir Oliver, Good lack! all the, ſamily race cups, 
and corporation bowls gone ! ( Afide) It was alſo ſup- 
poled, that his n, was Ong... of the moſt paluayle, 
and compleat. 

Charles. Much too. large ee for a private, 
gentleman : fot my part, I was always of a commu- 
nicative diſpoſition, and 28 it a "ey to. \, keop: o 
mach knowledge to myſelf. | Wore 2 

1 111 8 4 


rok se AND A 1. 41 


Sir Oliver. Mercy on me! knowledge that has run 
in the family, like an heir-loom.” © ( Afede. ) And pray 
how may they have been diſpoſed of? 

Charles. O You muſt alk the Auctioneer that 


1 don't believe even Moſes can direct you there. 


"Moſes. No——l never meddle with tooks. ar 
Sit Oliver, The e 8 Afede Pg And is there 

nothing you can diſpoſe of. Es 

Charles. Nothing unleſs you have u Als for 
old family pictures. I have a WE room fulł of 
anceſtors above ſtairs. - 

Sir Oliver: Why ſure vou would nor ſell your 
relations . 4 ͤ » ⁰ ͥ— N poet _ —— — ů— — 
Charles. Every ſoul of, thats to- "a beſt bidder. 

Sir Oliver. Not your great uncles and aunts, 

Charles. Ay, and * ed, fathers. and grand 
mothers. 

Sir Oliver. I'll never . him this, ( Afe: le) 
Why, ——what Do you take me for Shylock in 
the play, to raiſe money from me on ow bo fleſſ 
and blood. N 
Cbarles. Nay, don't be in a Py > 19 little 


| Premium ; what is it to you, if 5 have Your money! 's 


Worth ; 

Sir Oliver. That's very true, as you fay-——Well, 
r. | believe 1 can diſpoſe of the family canvaſs. 
phe never forgive him this. - {[Afide 

, Bnter-Cannunrs) i | 
; Careleſs. Come, Charles, what the devil are are you 


a dojug ſo _ with the broker ae — for 
- YOU 7 + I 


Charles. Oh 7 Careleſs, you a are jul come in time, 
we are to have a falg above {tairs —1 am 1 going to 
fell all my anceſtors to little Premium. 

- Careleſs. Burt your Anceſtors. 

- Charles. No, no, he may do that afterwards if he 


| will, But Careleſs, you ſhall be:auttioneer. — 


Careleſs, With all my heart, I handle a hammer 


as Well as a dice - box ga: goin üg. 
Charles. | Bravoil And Koſs yo you e be ap». 


prailer, it we want one 
$33 Thi E. 3 _ Moſes, 


. 


_ Moſes, Ves, Ill be the appraiſer. 88 

. Sir Oliver. Oh the proflig ate! (Aal. 

Charles, But what's the matter, my. little Premium ? 
Fou don't ſeem to reliſh this bufinefs, - 

Sir Oliver, ( Meting to. laugh), Oh. yes J do, 
vaſtly ; ha, ha, ha, 1 Oh 929 prodigal! Aide 

Charles, Very true; for when a man wants money, 
who the devil can he make free with if he can't with 
his own relations Exit. 
dir Oliver. (Follrwing) Ill never forgive bim. 


. End of the ThizxD Act. 


— — — 
- * — urn 
8 


/ 4 Ws bl © 
Enter CuanLEs, Sir OLtvsn, CaneLess, and 
Moſes. poo 
ee 


FALK i in, eee walk in; here they] are 

— the family of the Surſaces up to the Conqueſt. 

Sir Oliver. And, in my au N , a; _— 
tion. 
Charles. Ay, there they are, done in the true 
ſpirit and ſtyle of portrait painting, and not like your 
modern Raphael's, who will make your picture inde- 
pendent of yourſelf ;—no, the great merit of theſe are, 
the inveterate likeneſs they bear to the originals. All 
tiff and awkward as they were, and like nothing in 


human nature beſides. re T7 
Sir Oli ver. Oh, we ſhall never fee fuch hgures of 
men again. 


Charles. 1 hope oil 8 Mr. Premium, 


\ ſurrounded by my anceſtors But come, let us pro- 
ceed to buſineſs— To your pulpit Mr. Auctioneer 


7 


for nothing elf 


Careleſs. The very ching. —but what: Wall- 1 22 


a hammer, Charles? an A is 'wothiog without 
A n. | g | 


. eee : 


what a domeſtic man I am; hete 1 fit of an evening 


Oh, here's a _ chair of my ..uer's * ſeems fit 


14. 
Charles 


ä FOR. SCANDAL. 48 
Charles. A hammer! (locking round) let's 5 wha 
have we here—Sir Richard, heit to Rohert—3 genea* 
logy in full, egad Here, Caretels, you ſhal} have 
no common bit of mohogany, here's the ſamily ' rree, 
and now you may knock down my denken With their 

own pedigree. 

Sir Oliver. What, an unnatural rogue he i is — 
An expert facto paracide. ( Afide) _ 

- » Careleſ5.' Gad, Charles, this is lucky. For it will 
not only ferve for a hammer,- but a en 100 if 
we ſhould want it. 

Charles. True Come, here's my great uncle Sir 
Richard Ravelin, a marvelous: good general in his day, 
he ſerved in all the Duke of Marlborough's wars; 
and got. that cut over his-eye at the battle of Malpla- 
quet—tle is not dteſſed out in feathers like our 
modern captains, but-enveloped in wig and regimentals, 
as a general ſhould be.— What ſay you! Mr. Piemiun ? 

Moſes, Mr. Premium would have you ſpeak. | 

Charles. Why, you ſhall have him for ten pounds, 
and I'm ſute that's cheap enough for a ſtaff officer. 

Sir. Oliver. Heaven deliver mel his great, uncle Sir 
Richard going for ten Warder, Sir, 
} take him at that price. 

Charles. Carelets, knock down my uncle Richard. 

| Careleſs. Going. going a: going gone. BY 

Charles, This ys a maiden ſiſter of his, my gre 
aunt Deborah, done by Kneller, thought to de one of 
his beſt: pictures, and eſteemed a very formidable like- 
neſs. There ſhe ſits, as a ſhepperdeſs feeding den 
flock. Lou ſhall have her for five pounds ten. Vm 


ſure the ſheep are worth the mon 


e 
Sir Oliver. Ah, poor aunt Beborsb! a, woman : 
that ſet ſuch a value on herſelf, going for five wennde 
ten ——( Afide )-—— Well, fir, ſhe's mine. | 
.- Charles. Knock down my aun Deborah, Cateleſa. 
Carel. Gone. ; 
Charles. Here are two couſins of theirs—Moſes, 
theſe * were done 2 n won nau. 


2 2 


— 


1 THE SCHOOL | 
Sir Oliver, Ves, truly—head' dreſſes ſeem to have 
been ſomewhat lower in thole 8 
- Charles. Here's a grand father of my ner 8, 4 * 
judge well known on. te whoop ord Souls. os wr will 
you give for him. n e 48555 : 
Miſes. Four guineas Se AO 
-- Charles. Four guineas! Why you dor bis the 
rice of his wig. Premium, you have mbre reſpect 
for the WoOIl Sack, ur let me Knock n at 
fiftee. 
Sir Olboer,. By all means. 7 TONS 
. Careleſs, Gone. ADE 8 | 
Charles; Here ate two 8 Wige i nd 
Walter Blunt, Eſqrs. both members of parliament, and 
pou ſpeakers z and What's very extraordinary, I 
_—_— this is the firſt time REF were ever bought or 
0 22114 eien ; * 
Sir Over. That's very extraordinary, e 
Fil take them at ous! en price, for the honour of 
$9" 54 5 h N 
Charles: Welt faid Premium. 14.3.4 7 
- Careleſs. | Fil knock em — at e forty pounde— 


fo 
hi 
Going going——gone; «3 F910 ce 
8e 


8 "WH 
. 


r 29 jy =, A 


7 bes Here's a jolly, portly: FP ang J don't 
knbw what relation he is to the family, but he was 
formerly mayor of nen let's knock him down-at | I. 
eight pounds. I 

Sir Oliver. No. I think fix is enough for a mayor. | oj, 
- Charles. Come, come, make it guineas, and 1 Il 


throw you the two aldetmen into the on F yo 
Sir Oliver. They are mine. L : 
Charles. Careleſs, * knock down the + mayor and ae 
Aen. f 1 ſte⸗ 
© Careleſs. : Gone. ain 49 e r Sgt $8) 39 42 far 


Charles, But bogs it, we ſhall be all day at this: 


zate ; come, come, give me three hundted pounds, wy” 
and take all on this fide the room in « lump.——That ; 
will be the belt War ta £ 
Sir Oliver. ' Well, well, any thing to accomodate; bal 


Nou; they are mine, But there's one porttait yon f har 
. paſſed over. 


Carelgſs, $2 


i you 
eleſe. 


.=-Charles. 


FOR, SCAN DAWN. 4s 
| Careleſs, What, that little ill-looking fellow over 
e lettee. 3 e inC IG L823 4 22. 
Sir Oliver. Yes, ſir, tis that I mean——but 1 
don't think him fo ill looking a fellow by any means. 
_ Charles. That's the picture of my uncle Oliver 
before he went abroad it was done, and is eſteeme 
aver great: liegen e ˙ 

Cre, That your uncle Oliver! Then in my 


#7. 


opinion you will never be friends, for he is one of the 


molt ſtern, looking rogues I ever beheld; he has an un- 

forgiving eye, and a damn'd diſirheriring countenance. 

Don't you think ſo, little Premium?) 25 ä 
Sir Oliver. Upon my ſoul I do not, ſir ; I thiak it 


as honeſta looking face as any in the room, dead or 


alive.——But 1 ſuppoſe your uncle Oliver goes with 
the reſt of the lumber. Or LETS: 
Charles. No, hang it, the old gentleman has been 
ery good to me, and I'll keep his pictute as long as I 
have a room to put it in, ak ft ohh 
Sir Oliver. The rogue's my nephew. after all———I 
forgive him every thing. (Aide) But fir, I have ſome, 
how taken a fancy to that picture. 
, Charles. Iam ſorry for it, maſter., broker, fer yon 
certainly won't have it What the devil, have you nat 
got enough of the family, _ . ee 06 OE 
Sir Oliwer. I forgive him every ing . (4/ide) 
Look, fir, Jam a ſtrange ſort of a fellow, and When 
I; take a Whim in my head I don't value money: III 
give you as much for that as for all the reſt. 
Charles.  Prythee don't be troubleſome——l tell 
you I won't part with it, and there's an end ont. 
Sir Oliver. How like his father the dog is——l. 
did not perceive it before, but I think I never ſaw ſo 
ſtrong a reſemblance.” (Afide) Well, fir, here's a dratt 
far your. ſum, (giving a Bil) 5 
5 Why this bill. is for eight hundred pounds; 
Sir Oliver, You'll not let fir Oliver go, then. 
Charlez. No, I tell you, once for all, => 
Sir Oliver. Then never mind the difference, we'll 
balance that ſome other time—— but give ine your 
hand, (preſſes it) you ate à damn'd honeſt fellow, 
182 FO.) * | Chacies 


% 


————— ꝶ— ͤ—ß0ͤaͤnf ,,,... 
1 o 


— 


THY He HG G . 
Obarles 0 lord I 1 beg pardon, 10 for being fe, 


free come along Moſes. 


' Charles,” But hark ye, Premium, you'll 1 
good lodgings for theſe gentlemen, ( Going) 

- Sir Oliver. I'll ſend for em in a day or two. 

© Charles, And pray let it be a genteel conveyance, 
for 1 aſſure you moſt of em have deen uſed to ride in 


— 


their own carria e 57 9190 


Sir Oliver, I will for all. but Oliver, 7-0 
- "Charles. For all but the honeſt little Woch. 
© Sir Oliver. You are fixed on that. | „ 
Charles. Peremptorily. . 
Sit Oliver. Ah the dear extravagant dog * (jet ) 
Good day, Sir. Come, Moſes, — Now let me fee 


Who aus call bim profligate. [Exit with "Moſes, 


Careleſs, Wh W. this i is the ver rince of 
HED... 1's 87 172 


Gbarles. I er where Moes got Aae 


With ſo honeſt a fellow. — But, Careleſs; ſtep" into the' 


company; . wait on you I I fee old Rowley 
coming. 

Careleſs. But We Charles, don't let that fellow 
make you part with any of that money to diſcharge 


muſty old debts. Tradeſmen, Pork know, are the wot 


impertinent people in the wor! 
\ Charles. -True, and paying them would only be en. 
eburaging them 


LL Careleſs. Well, ſettle your buſineſs, and make 3 
| haſte you can. Exit. 


Cbarler. Eight hundred pounds! Two thirds of this 


are mine by 'right—five hundred and thirty odd pounds? 


Gad, I never knew till now, that my anceſtors were 
ſuch valuable acquaintance. Kind ladies and gentle» 
men, I am youf veiy much obliged, and e N c1ong 


humble ſervant. C Bowing to the pictures ” of VIS. 
| Enter RowLey, | ARDS: 


Ah! old Rowley, you are juſt come in time to take 
leave of. your old acquaintance. 
Rowley. Ves, ſit; I heard they were going hut 


ho can you bag. 7 ago 55 under all your mit- 
n * 1 4b” af wein 


3 | 155 0 Charles, 


ron SCANDAE ”» 


| Charles. \ That's tbe. cauſe, Maſter Rowley; my 
"iefortunes ate ſo many, chat can't afford to * 5 
with my ſpirits. 


Roxwley. And can you cently: take leave Wl your 


ane with ſo much unconcern. 


Charles. . Unconcern! what, I ſuppoſe you a are tain. 
Pized that I am not more ſorrowfub at loſing the com- 
. pany. of ſo many worthy. friends. It is very diſtreſſing 
to be ſure ; but you fee, _ never move a muſcle, 
then why the Devil ſhould ! 

Rowley. Ah, dear: e 
. +, Charles. But come, I have no time for trifſing 
here, take this bill and get it changed, and carry an 
hundred pounds to poor. Stanley, or we ſhall have 
E e call that has a better right to it. 

Barley Ah, Sir, I with you would remember «a | 
prover 

Charles. « Be. juſt before 70 are gener out.. 
Why ſo 1 would if I could, but: juſtice is an old, lame, 
hobbling beldam, and I can't: get ber to o keep pace w_—_ 
e for. the! ſoul- of me. 

_ Ronwley.. Do, dear Sir, reflect. 
ve {es.. That's very true, as you 3 "Arie 


- while I have, by Heavens I'll give—ſo damn your mo- 
rality, and away to old Stanley with the money. {Exeunt.. 


And Enter. Sir Orivxx and Moszs, 
Moſes. Well, Sir, I think, as Sir Peter (aid, you 


have ſeen Mr. "Charles in all his glory—'tis great pity 
he's lo extravagant. 


Sir Oliver. Whore my he 26 e. not ſell m pic- 


ture. | 2 15 „00 4 


Moſes: And loves wine and: vnmen ſo much. 
zan dit Oliver. But be would not fell my pilure.—— 
nd Moſes. | And: games ſo deep. 


Sit Olluer. But he would not fell my picture, abs; 


Oh, here Rogen Raney.) A aka goes! Tt 
18885 Enter Bowanz. a * 
770 I . St. Lind. you have nude pur 
Wort 18091 42423-1749 S& - +1 
N 1 0 75 young rake bax parted with 
tapeſtry... & WAA; 


bis * * a Rewley 


F 


n 


8 Rowley. And he has commiſſioned me to return yo | 


an hundred pounds of the purchaſe money, but under 
your fictitious character of old Stanley,” I faw a taylor 
and two hoſiers dancing attendance, who, I know, will 
go unpaid, and the hundred pounds would juſt ſatisfy 
adn nty A3 33999 1 2 
Sir Oliver. Well, well, Vil pay his debts and his 
benevolence too. But now, I'm no more a broker, 
and you ſhall introduce me to the elder brother as old 
Stanley. | | ee Sg1 20 W PA 
5 „„ 
- Trip. Gentlemen, I'm ſorry I was not in the way 
to ſhew out. Hark'ye Moſes. [Exit with Moſes. 
Sir Oliver,” There's a fellow, now— Will you be- 
lieve it, that puppy intercepted the Jew on our coming, 
and wanted to rajſe money before he got to his maſter, 
Rowley. Indeed! FVVFFUFVFFTTTT( ei, 
Sir Oliver. And they are now planning an annuity 
buſineſs —Oh, Maſter Rowley, in my time ſervants 
were content with the follies of their maſters, when 
they were wore a little threadbare; but now they have 
their vices, like their birth day cloaths, wann gow 
r e LO ade 


33 4 ; r n HO 01.0 nn 4g 108,41 14 
SCENE the Apartments of Joseyn Suxracx. 
„ Joskrn and a SMAAVINXT. 8 


r Joszrx. | NEDSS 1 
| YO letter from Lady Teazle, I; 
Servant. No, Sir. | A 

Joeſepb. I wonder the did not write if ſhe could not 
come —1 hope Sir Peter does not ſuſpect me but 
Charles's diſſipation and extravagance are great points 
in my favour (Knocking at the dior) —8See if it is her. 
Servant. Tis Lady Teazle, Sir; but ſhe always 
| wy yy _— 22 in the next keg 
ofeph. Then draw that ſcreen—my oppoſite neigh- 
bour is a maiden lady of ſo curious a e 


* 


not wait, Exit Servant.) My Lady Teazle, Pra 
N ; u Lady Ter ot 


I[Exeunt. 
TT 


>. 


- 


FOR SCANDEL. 49 


afraid begins to ſuſpect my attachment to Maria; but 


ſhe muſt not be acquainted with that logret till 1 have 
her more in my W.. 7-1 | 1 
— Lapy. Taz. > 5 

L. Teagle. What, ſentiment in ſollogay 1—Habe 
you been very-impatient now? Nay, you look ſo grave, 


El aſſure you I came as ſoon as I could. 


Joſeph. Ob, Madam, punQuality js a ſpecies of 
conflancy—a very unfaſhionable-cuſtom among ladies. 
IL. Teazle, Nay, now you wrong me; Im ſure 


you d pity me if you knew my Gruation—(/ both fit)» 


Sir Peter really grows ſo peexiſh, and ſo ill natuted, 
there's no eoduring, him 3 and then, 10 ſuſpest. me with 


Charles. ., K 
Joſepb. Im glad my ſcandalous friends keep up that 


| report, F (Aſide. 


L. Teasle. For my part, 1 wiſh Sir. Peter. to let 
Maria marry him—Wou'dn't you Mr. Surface ? 


| Joſeph. (Afide) Indeed I would not—OQh, to be 


i fan and then my dear-Lady Teazle would be con- 


vinced how groundleſa her ſuſpicions re, of 5 hay 
ing any thoughts of the filly "1 TENT 
IL. Teazle. Then, there's my friend had Sneer- 


| well has propagated. malicious - ſtories about me and 


what's wy provoking, all too without the leaſt foun- 
dation. T 

Foſeph. Ah! there's the miſchief ;—for when A 
ſcandalous ſtory is believed againſt me, there's no com- 
fort like the conſciouſneſs of having deſerved it. 

L. Teazle, And to be continually cenſured and fab 

Qed, when I know the integrity of my own heart 
| would almoſt prompt- me to tive him ſome grounds 
or it, 

Jeſepb. Certainly,—-for when a huſband grows ſuſ- 
 picious, and withdraws his confidence from his wife, it 
then becomes a part of her duty to endeayour to out · wit 


him. You owe it to the natural prvileys of your ſex, 


L. Teagle. Indeed ! 
Joſepb. Oh yes; for your buſband ſhould never be 


| deceived in you, and yon We to de frail in ne 


ment to his diſcernment. 


42 ar F * Teaxle. | 


- 


2 
| 
| 


” THE $8CHOOL 
"M0 L.'Teazle, This is the neweſt docttine. 


K Very wholeſome, believe me. 

Teazle. So, the only way to bee vent his ap. 

cions, is to give him cauſe for mem” —. 

: * ertainly, - | WY el 
Tens le. But then, the conſciouſneſs of my - in- 

nocence. 


Foſegh. Ah, wy dear Lady Tenrle, 'tis chat con- 
fcloufrets of your innocence that-ruins you. — What is 


it that makes you imprudent in your conduct, and 
- © -eareleſs' of the cenſütes of the world ? The conſciouſ- 
neſs of your inndcence. What is it makes you regard- 
leſs of forms, and inattentive to yout huſband's peace ? 


— Why, the conſciouſneſs of your innocence - Now, 
my dear Lady Teazle, if you could only be prevailed 
upon to make a trifſing faux-pas, you can't r imagine 
ho. circumſpect you would gro ß. 

L. Teazle. Do you think ſo? 


Joſepb. Depend upon it —Your caſe at preſent, 


my deat Lady Teazle, reſembles that of a perſon in a 


plethora—you are abſolutely dying of too much health. | 
L. Teagle. bol 4 indeed, if my under Sandicg could 


: be convinced. 


Toejeph. Your ungerſtanding | on yes, your un- 
derſtanding hoid be convinced. Heaven forbid that 1 
ſhould 3 you to any thing you thought wrong. 
Nos no, I have too much honour for that. 

IL. Teagle. Don't you think you may as well leave 


8 hangin, out of the queſtion ? (Both riſe ) 


Feſenh. Ah, I fee, Lady Teazle, the efieQs of 


ey, us country education ftill remain. 


L. Teagle. They do, indeed, and I begin to find 


15 5 imprudent ; and if ] ſhould be brought to act 
wrong. it would be ſooner from Sir Peter's ill treat- 


ment of mie, chan from your boppprable logic, I af- 


| ure you. 


Joſephb. Then by this hand, Which is vnworthy of 
— (kneeling, a Servant enters. )==What do you want 
you ſcoundrel? 


Servant. I deg pardon, 66—1 thought you would 


not n Sir Peter ould come up. 


2 St Teſeph, 


FOR s N DAT. 51 


* Joſeph. Sir peter! \ 


Fans, Git Patent: Ob, 7 ondone!—-Whas 


ſhall 1 do? Hide me ſomewhere, Mr. Logic. 


35 o/epb. Here, here, behind _— as 


ind the ſcreen) and now reach me a n \ (Sits 
down and reads.) 44 
Enter Sir Peron. 


Sir Peter. Aye, there be is, ever improving ahi” 
ſelf—Mr. Surface, Mr. Surface. 

Joſepb. (Aﬀetting to gase.) Oh, Sir Peter 11 te- 
ju to ſee ou— I was got over a ſleepy book here— 
I am vaſtly: glad to ſee you—l thank ydu for this call 
I believe you have not been here ſince I finiſhed my 


library — Books, books you- know, ate the only thing ! 


am a coxcomb in. 
Sit Peter. Very pretty, indeed,—why. even your 
ſcreen is a ſource, of boowledge—hung ropnd with 


Lfee; co 
677 Yes, I find great vie i in that com g 
ir Peter. Ves, yes, ſo you. muſt en you want to 

find any thing in a hurry. 
0 Joſeph. Ves, or to hide any thing i in ; « hurry. Ls. 
Sir Peter. But, my dear friend, I want to have 
ſome private talk with you. 5 

Joſeph. You need not wait. [Exit dens 

Sir Peter, | Pray ſit down (Bote fit) My dear 
friend, I want-to impart. to you ſome of my diſtreſſes. 
In ſhort, Lady Teazle's behaviour of late has given 


me very great uneaſineſs. She not only diflipates and 


deſtroys my fortune, but | have ſtrong reaſons to be- 
lieve ſhe has formed an attachment elſewhere. 

Joſeph. Jam unbappy to hear it. 
ir Peter. Ves, and between you and me. 1 be- 


* 


lieve I have diſcoyered the perſon, 


oſeph. You alarm me exceedingly, 
Peter. 2 knew you would oo mpatkiz with me. 
Jed Believe me, Sir Peter, ſuch a ee 


Vvould affect me—juſt as much as it does you... - 
Sir Peter, What a happineſs to have a friend we 


can itruſt; even with out family unn you 
gueſs who it is?? | 
F z 1 Jeſipb. 


$2 HE SC HO OL 


Lady Teazle's honour. 


Foſeph. I hw'n't the moſt Giftant idea,—Tt can't be 
Sir Benjamin Backbire, . | 
Sir Peter No, no, — What do Yoo! think! of Charles? 
" Foſeph.' My brother! impoſſivte!—1'can't-think he 


world be capable of ſuch baſeneſs and ingratitude: © 


Sir Peter. Ah, the poodneſs of your 'own mind 
makes you ſlow to believe ſuch villainy. 

Joſepb. Very true, Sir Peter.—The man who is 
conicious of the integrity of his own oe is everflow 
to ereqit anothet's baſeneſs. © - © 
Sir Peter. And yet, that the ſon-of my oy friend 
ants praQice againſt the honour of my family: 

Joſepb. Aye, there's the caſe, Sir Peter, — when in- 
gentade barbs the dart of ine. the" wound 'feeſs 
gouble ſmart. 

Sir Peter. What noble ſentiments . hover 
pſed &-ſentiment, ungrateſul boy that J acted 28 
guardiah to, and who was brought up under my eye; 
ou I never in my life refuſed him my advice: 

Jeſeph. I don't know, Sir Peter he may be ſuch 
a man—if it be ſo, he is no longer a brother of mine; 
Jrendunce him. I diſclaim him Por the man who 
can break through the laws of hoſpitality, and ſeduce 
the wife or daughter of his friend, N78 55 to de 


branded as a peſt to ſociet 


Sir Feter, Ard yet, fofoph; if K was - to make it 


f public, I ſhould only be ſneeted and laughed af, 


Joſepb. M hy, that's very true No, no, you 
wol not make it public, people would talk.— 
Sir Peter. Talk, ——they'd'ſay it was all my own 
fault ; _ old  doating batchelot, to marry a young 
giddy gil. They'd paragraph me in * news papers, 
and make ballads on me 
Joſeph. And yet, Sir Peter, 1 l d think that my 


Sir Peter. Ah, my 9507 friend; ere 
oppoſed againſt the flattery of a handſome young 
fellow. — hut Joſeph, ſhe has been upbraiding me of 
late, that I have not made her a ſetilement} and 1 
think; in our laſt quarrel,: ſhe told we ſhe ſhould not 
be very lorry if 1 was _ Now, I have 2 

BIR, _ drafts 


— 
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drafts of to deeds. for. your peruſal, and ſhe ſhall 


find, if I was to die, that I have not been unattentite 
to her welfare while living. By the one, the will enjoy 
eight hundred pounds a year during my nen z and by 


the other, the bulk of my fortune after my death. 


Joſeph. This conduct is truly an k wiſh 

it mayn't corrupt my pupil. 6 {4 

Sir Peter, But "f would. not have ber as yet ace 

7275 with the leaſt mark of my affection. Jay 

Joſesb. Nor I—if I could help it. [Afade. 
Sir Peter, And, now I have yoburthened myſelf 10 

vou, let us talk over your affair with Maris. 

o/eph. Not a. ſyllable upon the ſubjed now. 
(alarmed )—Some- other time; I am too much affected 
by your. affairs, to think of my own. For, the man 
who can think of his own happineſs, while his friend is 
in diliceſs, deſerves to be CORY as a monſter ta 

let. | 
bony. Peter. Ĩ am fire of your affectiog hor her, 
9555 Let me entreat you, Sir Peter ,———- 

r Peter. And thoagh.” vou ate ſo averſe to Lady 
Teazle's knowing it, I affure you ſhe-is not yout enemy, 
and I _ ſenfibly chagrined you baye made no further 

rogreis. 
e Jeb. Sir Peter, T 3 not hear you————The 
e e Ser want) What do you want 
ra 80 


Serwant. . Tour brother, Hr, is at the dops alkiog | 


to a gentleman ;. he. ſayy he knows, you are ary 


that Sir Pet r is 3 and he muſt ſee Fan. 4 


Joſeph. F 2 at home. 
es, Jo ha be at heme. _. 
Jeſenb. (After garn ion, Very. well, let * 


come up. Exit Ser was t. 


Sir Pe ter. Now, La: Ii hide myſelf, and do 
229 jay. him him about the affair with mp N Texyles 
raw 


he ſecret ſrom him. 
Toſeph. O fye! Sr, reer what, join in 4 
plot to db 1B brother! 
12 Peter. Ob aye, 10 ſerve your: "Giendyonbeides, 
he. | eee 10% oy bs is, it will, zug bim a 


— 


Nagy? 3 eng 
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opportunity to clear himſelf, and make tne very happy. 
Hark, I hear him coming Where ſhall 105 2 
Behind this ſereen What the devil! bee Ya der been 
one liſtner already, for If ſwear I ſaw a petticbat. 
Jaſepb. ( Aﬀeding to laugh!) It's very ridiculous 
ha! hat ha!—a ridiculous affair, indeed —ba! ha! . 
— Hark ye, Sir Peter, (pulling bim aſide) though 
I hold a man of intrigue to be a moſt deſpicable tha 
rater, yet you know-it does not follow, that one is 
to be an abfolute Joſeph either. Hark ye, *tis a little 
French Milliner, who calls upon me fometimes, and 
hearing you were coming, and having ſome 8 
to loſe, ſhe ſlipped behind the ſcreen. 
Sir Peter. A French Milliner! (ſmiling )- city 
rogue! Jofeph——Sly rogue But zZounds, the 
has over nen, thing that has paſſed about. m7 


wife. | 
Teſeph. Oh, never fear—Take __ wha ic wilt 
never go farther for her. 8 e ee 


Sir Peter. Won't it? e enn = 
© Joſeph: No, Rope Sport ft 3 ROPE 
dir Peter. Well, well, if it will go no border 

duwwrhers mall F hide myſelf 5 
Foſeph. Here, here, flip into this Cloſet, _ * 

may over- hear every word. 

44 Teazle. Can I ſteal away. * (Peeping 8 8 
. Huſh ! huſh! ink ſtir, 3 
ir Peter. Joſeph, tax him home. F(Peeping 25 
5 1 In, in my dear Sir Peter. 
Tease Can t you lock the clofet door? IEC 
2 ., Not a word———yov'lt be di ifcovered. 
r Peter. joſeph, don't ſpare him 
— For heaven's fake lie clofe— re 
ion L am in, to part wan and vile in "this mandef. 


15 de. 
Sit Peter: | Youre ſure the lite French ill 

won't blgb. ; 5 55 48 5 . 5 — 
29 e ee YOU 

5 Why, how now, brother, your Pen | 

denied yon, they faid you were not at home, 


Teſepb. 
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Pſepb. Neither, brother. neither. . 

Charles. But where's Sir Peter? f thought he was 
with you. 

Jeſepb. He was, brother; but 'hearing you” was 
coming, he left the houſe. 

Charles. What, was the old fellow afraid k wanted 
to borrow money of him. 

Joſepb. Borrow! no Nader but I am * to 
hear you have given that worthy mag cauſe for great 
uneaſineſs. 

Charles. Yes, I am told I do that to a great many 
worthy men——But how do you mean brother? 

feph. Why, he thinks you have endeavoured” to | 
alienate the affe@tions of Lady Teazle 

Charles. Who, I alienate the affeQions of Lidy 

eazle !———Upon my word he accuſes me very 
unjuſtly. What has the old gentfeman found out that 
he has got a young wife, or what is . worſe, has the 
Lady found out that ſhe has got an old huſband. | 

Joſepb. For fhame, brother. 1 96 

Charles. Tis true, I did onee ſuſpect her Lady p 
had a paitiality for me, but * my ſoal never gave 
het the leaſt encouragement, for you know my attach- 
ment was to Maria. 

Joſepb. This will make Sir Peter extremely app | 
| Bat if ſhe, had ' a pattiality” for you, fure you 

would not have been baſe enough=——— 

Charles | Why? look ye, Joteph, 1 hope I ſhall never 
&cliberately do a diſhonourabie, action; but it a pretty. 
woman fhoutd® purpoſely. throw. heffelf in my way, 
and that pretty woman ſhould happen to be ron to” 
a man old enough to be * father, ——— OE 

Foſeph. What then? e 

Charles | , Why yo ae 1 believe I hould—hare 


„ do you know that 
<A me prep Lady Tease, 


Ter 9 the favourite therme. 
Charles 
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Ie fo e muſt ſtop him 2 (Ctops bis mouth. 
Sir 


fome hopes of your refprmpzion, he's Jeg e e 
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Charles, Why yes, I Oy m_ ene * 


N ances” © 5 
' Foſeph. Plawf 
Char les. Yes I .have.;. Baa don't you 8 

when I came in ee and ca you. and her at 


eter has over heard every, word that 5 hare 


ſaid. | 
Charles. . "Six. Paret 4 v 5 he * 

cloſet- -Foregad P11 — 12 out. Jo 17 aw 
. Jo Joſe eph. No, no. (Stopping Weed. 

Charles. I will 3 4 Peter Teazle came into 
court. (Enter Sir Peter) Whar, my old Tranchen a 
turn inquiſitor, and take evidence in 

Sir Peter. Give me your 1 N own, my dear | 
boy, ky have ſuſpeQed you wrongfully, dot you my 
not b angry with Joſeph, it 115 an my plot, and a 
Qall thin Wb as long 48 J ve tos what } over- 5 


x. Then "tis well you dia not hear more. * Ts 
it not, Joſeph > : 
Sir Peter. What you | would have retoried on Joſeph, | 
wovld you ? 1300 | 
Charles. And yet you might as well bave barer 


| king as me. . not he loſeph? 


Enter SR 4270 | 'I 
Servant £44 hiſpering. . b. Jeph)—Lady | Srcerwell; wy 
Sir, is oſt coming up, and alt Ge you. : 
Foſeph Gentlemen, | — beg your pardon, 1 


have company waiting for me, give me leave to WIT | af 


duct von down ſtairs. 


Charles No, n 0, ſpeak to 'em in FN fed any 4; 
I have not ſeen Sir | Peter a wo while, and ant to ; 
talk with bim. Z 


Teſeph. | Well, Pll 46 þ away the how ang return 
— Sir Peter, not a wor 15 the. tle 
French Milliner, 


"Sir Peter., Ab, Charles, what a pity it is . 2 
ciate more e your brother, we might, then have; 


* * \ 


N 8b 44 


; 
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ſuch ſentiments.— Ab, (there's waer in the world fo. 
noble as a man of ſentiment. 

Cbarles. Oh, he's too moral by half, and ſo appre- 
beans of his good name, that, I dare ſay, he would 
as ſoon let a prieſt into his houſe as a wench, 

Sir Peter. Nos no, you accuſe him wrongfully —— 
Tho! Joleph is not a __ he is no ſaint, $8. 

Char "ng Oh! a perfect anchorite—a young hermit: 

Sir Peter. Huſh, huſh; don't abuſe bim, or he a 
chance to hear of it again. 

Charles, ' Why, you won't tell FE will A 

Sir Peter. 'No, no but -I have a great mind to 
tell him {*Afide )—(Serms to heſitate Hark ye, Charles, 
1 vou à mind for à laugh at Joſepn ? 


Charles. I ſhould like it of all things—let's have i it. 


Sir Peter,” Gad I'll tell him — I'll be even with Jo- 
— for diſcovering me in the cloſet.— (ide) 
_ Har ye, Charles, ke bad a girl with bim u hen I called. 

Cle. Who Jofeph f impoſlible'! . +: + 

Sir Peler. Ves, a little n Millir er. (late: bies 
to the front) and the beſt of the Joke i by: ſhe is now is 
the toom. % hel 

Charles. The DER” he 15. Where "By $5597 USC 
Sir Peter, | Huſh, huſh - behind the ſcreen. | 4 

Charles, I'll have her out. 


Sir Peter. No, 04-20 no. 08 ©. ee Id 


Charles, Yes. Joe. | ©: lien zeit 
Sir Peter. No. Ne 
Cbarles. By the Lord 1 uin —80 now. fort. 


1710 run up to the ſcreen—ſcreen falls, at ry 1225 


' — thneJosEten enten. 

Charles. Lady Teazle, by all that's tary 8 

Sir Peter, Lady Teazle, by all that's horrible! 
Charles. Sir Peter, this is the ſmarteſt little French 
Miltiner I ever ſaw.,—But pray what's the meaning of 
all this? You ſeem to have been playing at hide and 
ſeek here, and for my part, I don't Know who's in or 
who's out of the ſecret, Madam, will you pleaſe to 
explain ?— Not a word !—Brother, is it your pleaſure to 
Iiuftrate ?—Morality dumb 100 !— Well, though I can 
aach nothing of it, I ſuppoſe you perfeRtly uaderſtand 
ene 
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one another, good folks, and ſo Il leave you. Bro- 
ther, I am ſorry you have given, that worthy man fo 
much cauſe for uneaſineſsSir Peter, thete's nothiog 
in the world ſo noble as a man. of ſentiment.—Ha, ha, 
ha! 12 [Exi it, 
Foſepb.. Sir Peter, notwithſtanding appearances are 
againſt me if —if you'll give me e r 
every thing to your ſatisfaction. 
Sir Peter. If you pleaſe, Sin. 
Joſepb. Lady Teazle knowing my--Lady "NLO 
br eg, fa ptetenſons to your ward——Maria 
\ =—and—Lady Teazle—I ſay — knowing the jealouſy, of 
my—of your temper—ſhe called ig/here—in order that 
ſhe—that T—might explain —what theſe pretenſions 
were—And—hearing you were coming—and—as I ſaid 
before—knowing the jealouſy of your temper-—ſhe— 
my Lady Teazle—l ſay went behind the ſcreen—and 
his is a full: and clear account of the whole affair. 
Sir Peter. A very clear account truly! and. I dare 
wy. the Lady will vouch for the truth of aue word 
it. 


Lady 7 . ( Advancing.) F. or not one Gable, | 


Sir Peter. 
Sir Peter. What the devil! don” t you thiok i it worth 
your while to agree in the lie. 
L. Teazle. "There's not one word of ane in what 
that gentleman has been ſaying. 
Le. Zounds, Madam, you 8 ruin me.. 
| Teazle. Stand out of the wey, Mr. Hypocrite, 
PH ſpeak for myſelf. 
Sir Peter, Aye, ayd,—let her alone hell make a 
better ſtory of it than you did. 
L. Teaz/e. | came here with no intention of ligen 
ing to his addreſſes to Maria, and even ignorant of his 
pretenſions; but ſeduced by his inſidious arts, at leaſt 
ts liſten to his addreſſes, if not to facrifce his honour, 
as well as my own, to his unwarrantable defires, - 
ung Peter. Now I believe the truth is N we 
Tt What! is the wenn mak 


Teaxle.' No, firs he has recovered her eaſes 


my ws %% wa, A oa. A £©A «a Pp 


v0 © 


1 be 
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Sir Peter, I cannot expect you will credit me; but the 
tenderneſs you expteſſed ſor me, when I am certain you 
did not know I was within hearing, has penettated ſo 
deep into my ſoul, that could I have eſcaped the mor- 
tification of this diſcovety my future life ſhould have 
convinced you of my fincere repentance. As for that 
ſmooth-tongued bypocrite, ' whoa would have ſeduced 
the wife of bis too credulous friend, while he pre- 
tended an honourable paſſion for his ward, I now view 
him in fo deſpicable a light, that 1 ſhall never again 
teſpect myſelf for having liſtened to his addrefſes. ¶ Exit. 
\ . . . , I" ; 
| Foſeph. Sir Peter—Notwithſtanding: all this Hea · 
ven is my witneſs oO oe 
Sir Peter. That you are a villain—and ſo I'll ſeave 
| you to your meditations „ 
| 


' Joſeph. Nay, Sir Peter, you mutt not "NET "DE WA | 
The man who fhuts his ears againſt conviction — 
Bir Peter. Oh, dam your ſentiments... damn your 


ſentiments. ö Exit. Joſeph following, 
; — St End of the FouxTy Act, | 
7 AC: T* | V. | | : 
; SCENE Joszen Surract's Apartments, | 
t ' 4 1 * 


Enter Jos gen and a Servant. 


Jos Ern. 5 1 
R. Stanley Why fhovld you think 1 would ſee 
IVI. Mr. Stanley; you know well enough he comes 
intreating for ſomething, ' . 
Servant. They let him in before I knew of it ; 
.and old money is with him. „ 
oſepb. Pſhaw, you blockhead ; I am ſo diſtracted 
with my own misfortunes, I am not in a humour to 
ſpeak to any one — but ſhew the fellow up. [Exit Ser- 
vant.] dure fortune never played a man of my policy 
ſuch a trick before My character ruined with fir Pe- 
tet my hopes of Maria loll—Pm in a pretty h 
to liſten to poor relations truly..-l, ſhan't be __ to 
bs © i ; *Y ow 
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ſo ſenſual as to indulge himſel 


announce you in your re 
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beſtow! even a benevolent ſentiment on old Stanley. 

Oh, here he comes; I'l} retire, and endeavour to put 

a little charity: in wy. face however. ite 
Enter Sir Quiyts and Rowli rr. 

- Sir Oliver, What, does be void 4548 That was 

him, was it not? 129 23+ 2 

Roauley. Les, Ur ; but his nerves re too weak to 
bear the ſight, of a poor telation, 1 ſhould haye come 
fiſt to break the matter to him. 

Sir Oliver. A 22s qi of his nerves—yet thin. is. the 
whow Sir Peter. extols as a Fong of a moſt benevolent 
way of thinking 

Rowley. BE has as RE i nl bene · 
volence as any man in the . ough he 1 is not 

in the 8 of it. 

Sir Oliver. Vet he has a "Ng" of ſentiments, 1 
ſuppoſe, at his a f Ts ends. 

Rowley, And his favourite one is, That obarity 
be ins at home... 

ir Oliver, And his, T ipreſume, is of that dome- 
ſtic ſort, which never ſtirs-abroad at all. 

Rowley. Well, Sir, I'll leave you to Introduce 
yourſelf, as old rn I muſt be here again to 

character. 

Sir Oliver. True—and you'll afterwards meet me at 
Sir Peter's. 

Rowley. Without lofing a moment. [Exit RowLey. 

Sir Oliver, Here he COMES mmm | don't like the 
complaiſance of his features. ; 

Enter Joszen. 1 „ 


| Joſebb. Sir, your moſt obedient; I beg pardon, for 


he” oh you a moment—Mr. Stanley, L preſume, n 


Sir Oliver. At your ſervice, Sir. 
2 Pray be ſeated Mr, Stanley, I intreat you, 


"Sir Oliver. Dear Sir, there's no occaſion, Too 
ceremonious by half. ' [Afede. 
Foſeph. Though] have not the pleaſure of your 


| acquaintance, Iam very glad to ſee you look ſo well. 


— l think, Mr. Nugget "mn * n nern 


15 mother. e | 
4 Sir 


„ . 
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Sir Oliver. I was, Sir 3 ſo nearly, that my preſent 
poverty I fear may do diſcredit to her wealthy e 
elſe I wauld not preſume to trouble you now. | 

Fefe eph. Ah, Sir, don't mention that—For the man 
who is in diſtreſs has ever a right to claim kindred 
with the wealthy ; ; I am Fl wiſh 1 was of that 
number, or that it was in my power to FRY you 
even a ſmall relief. 

Sir Oliver, If your uncle Sir Oliver was bete, l 
ſhould bave a friend. | 

Foſeph. I wiſh he was Sir, you Gould not. want an 
advocate with him, believe me. 

Sir Oliver. 1 ſhould not need one, my difireſſes 
would recommend me. But I imagined his bounty had 
enabled you to be the agent of his charities. _ 

Foſeph. Ah, Sir, you are miſtaken z avarice, 


avarice, Mr. Stanley, is the vice of age; to be ſure 


it has been ſpread abroad that he has been very boun- 
tiful to me, but without the leaſt Foundation, though 
I never chuſe to contradi@ the report. a 
Sir Oliver. And has * remitted you bulflon, 
es, Or pagodas ? £ 
Foſeph. Oh, dear Sir, no ford;; thisg. 1 bere in- 
deed received ſome trifling preſents from him, ſuch 


as ſhawls, avadavats, and Indian -crackers' 3. nothing | 
more, Sir. 


Sir Oliver. There's gratitude for twelve thouſand 


pounds! (Aft) Shawls, avadavate, and Indian 
crackers! 


Joſepb. Then there's my brother, - Mr. Stamey; 
one would ſcarce believe what 1 have done fot thit 


unfortunate youn * may. 
0 


Sir Oliver. t for one. (Add 


Joſeph. Oh, the ſums | have lent him — 
"twas an amiable weakneſa I muſt own I can't 


defend it, though it appears more blameable at preſent, 
as it prevents me from ſerving. you, Mr. Stanley, as 
my heart directs. 


Sir Oliver, Dogen. 4ide)— Then 706 
8 '» +7 yp 


by — 3 
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Joeſeph. I am very unhappy to ſay it's not in my 
power at preſent ;- but you may depend upon hearing 
nom me when I can be of any ſervice to you. 
Sit Oliver. Sweet Sir you are too good. 
Foſepbh. Not at all, Sir; to pity without the power 
to relieve, is ill. more paiaful, than to afk and be 
denied. Indeed, Mr. Stanley, you have me deeply 
affected. Sir, your moſt devoted; I wiſh you health 
4% 0 7 obs; none ot areas 
Sir Oliver. Vour ever grateful and perpetual 
(bowing: low) humble ſervant. = | 
Foſeph. I am extremely ſorry, Sir, for your mi- 
$ fottunes lere, open the door —— Mr. Stanley 
1 your moſt devoted. WE 135 | 1 
1 Sir Oliver. Your moſt obliged ſervant. Charles 
Fou are my heir, ( (Aide, and exit. 
Joſeph. This is another of the evils that attend a 
man's having ſo good a character It ſubje&s him to 
the -importunity of the necefſituous-— the pure and 
| Merling ore of charity, is a very expenſive article in 
the catalogue of a man's virtues ; whereas, the fen- 
timental French Plate I ute, anſwers the purpoſe full 
. .as well, and pays no tax. (Going): | 
br Enter RowWẽã7rl ET. 


1 4 Nauen. Mr, Sus face, your moſt obedient ; I wait 
"i on you from your uncle who is juſt ariived. (Gives 
. bum à note. Th | | 


Jaſeph. How! Sit _ Oliver-artived!——Heie, Mr. 
1 call back Mr. Stanley. e 
11 . -- Rowley, ' It's too late, Sit, I met him going out of 
[8 ;the havis..:: wo | r ct 
=. - Foſeph. Was ever any thing ſo unfortunate! (4/ide) 
ny hope my uncle has erjayed good health and 4 
4 8 Iipirns. | : . 54 | 
4 1 * Oh; very good, Sit; he bid me inform 
Fou he'll wait on you within this half hour. 
Foſepb. Preſentchim my kind love and duty, and | 
a aſſure him I'm quite impatient to ſee him, (Beroing.) 
Ronw/ey,.. 1 ſhall, Sir. [Exit Rowe. 
. Joſepb. Pray do, Sir, (bows)—T hjs. was the.molt | { 
Cu led piece ot ill luck. 2 [Exit josxrn. 
8 - EO SCENE 
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SC ENE Sir Peren Tzazuz's Houſe,” 
Enter Mrs. CanDouR and. Malo.“ 


| Maid. Indeed, Madam, my Lady will lee no 2 at 
preſent. | 


Mrs. Candeur,. Did you tell her it was "Ss friend 
Mrs. Candour ? 

| Maid. I did, Madam, and the begs to be excuſed. 

Mrs. Candous. Go again, for J am ſure ſhe muſt 
be greatly diſtreſſed. (Exit Maid) How provoking to 
be kept waiting—l am not miſtreſs of half the cir- 
cuinſtances >——[ ſhall have the whole affair in the 
news papers, with the parties names at full length, 
before ſh have dropped the ſtory at a dozen houſes. - 
X Enter” Sir Be AMI BacrBiTB., J. 
' Mrs. Candour. Oh, Sir Benjainin, 1 am glad you 
are come; have you heard — Teazie's affair 2 
Well, I neyer was fo ſurprized—and I aun ſo dittrefſed 
for the parties. % 

Sir Benjamin. Nay, I can't ſay I pity Sir Peter, he 
was always fo partial to Mr. Surface. 

Mis. A 4h Mr. Surface | Why it was Charles. 

Sit Benjamin. Ob, no, madam, Mr. Surface was 
thug llant 5 8 

3. Candour. No, Citi was the lover ; and 

Mr. — to do him juſtice, was the cauſe of the 
diſcovery : he brought Sir Peter; and 


Sir Benjamin. Oh, my dear Madam, no fuck 
hogs for I had it from one 
r 


8. Candour. Yes, and 1 had it from ane, that 


had it from one that kneẽ 


Sir Benjamin. And I had it from one—— + | 
Mrs. Candaur. No ſuch thing — But here comes 


my Lady Sneerwell, and perhaps the may __ heard. 
55 particulars. 


Enter Lady SNEERWELL, 
_ Sneerwell, Oh, dear Mrs Candour, here is a 


| fag affair about our friend Lady Teazle. 


G3 Mrs, 


- 
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Mrs. Candour. Why, to be ſure poor thing, Jam | 
much-concerned for her. 

L. Sneerwell, | proteſt fo am I—though I mu 
confeſs ſhe'was always too lively for me. 

Mrs. Condon: But fhe had a great deal of good- 
nature. - 

Sir 8 9 bad a ver ready A 
_ + Mrs, Candour. But do you know all the particu- 
lacs. (To Lady Sneerwell.) | 

Sir Berjamin. Vet who could have ſuſpeQed Mr. 
Zurſace ? 

« Mrs. Candour, Charles you mean. 

Sir Ber:jamin, No, Mr. Surface. 

Mrs. Candour. Oh, *twas Charles. 

IL. Sncersvell. Charles ! a (4 

Mrs. Candour, Yes, Charles. e 

Sic Benjamin. I'll not pretend to diſpute with you. 
Mrs. Candour ; but be it as it may, ] hope bir Peter's 
wounds won't prove mortal. 

Mrs. Candour. Sir Peter's woundet what! did they 
fight! I never heard a word of that, 

Sir Benjamin, NoJ——— - 

Nirs. Candour. No | 

L. Sneerwell. Nor 1, a ſyllable: Do, dear Sir Ben- 
jamin, tell us. 

Sir Benjamin. Oh, my dear madam, then you don't 
know halt the affair hy—why—Plt tell you 
Sir Peter, you muſt know, had a long time ſuſpected 
Lacy Teazle's-viſits to Mr. Surface. 

Mrs. Candour, To Charles you mean. X 

Sir Benjamin, No, Mr. Surface—and upon going 
to his houte, and finding Lady Teazle there, Sir, lays 
Sit Peter, you are a very ungrateſul fellow. 

Mrs. Candour, Aye, that was Charles. 

Sir Benjamin. Mr. Surface ——And old as I am, 
ay he, I demand immediate ſatisfaction: upon this, 
they both drew their ſwords, and to it they fell. 

Mrs. Candour. That muſt be Charles, for it is very 
unlikely that Mr. Susface ſhould fight him in his own 
houſe. 3 


haſcſt iogratitude, —_— 8 


FOR SC AND AT. 6g \ 
Sir Benjamin. Sdeath, madam, not at all. Lady 
Teazle, upon ſeeing Sir Peter in ſueh danger, tan out 
of the room in ſtrong hyſterics, and was followed by 
Charles, calling out for hartſhorn and water. They 
fought, and Sir Peter received a wound in his right fide 
by the thruſt of a ſmal} ſword. "4 | Fas 
: 858 Enter Ca AB TRUE. 
Crabiree. Piſtols ! piſtols! Nephew. | | 
Mis. Candour. Oh, Mr. Crabtree, 1 am glad yo 
ate come; now We ſhall have the whole affair. | 
Sir Renjanin. No, no, it was a ſmall ſword, uncle. 
- . Crabtree, Zounds, nephew, I ſay it was a piſtol. 
Sir Benjamin, A thruſt in ſecond thtough the ſmall 


o 
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Crabtree, A bullet lodged in the thorax. 1 
Sir Benjamin. But give me leave, dear uncle, it 
was a ſmall ſword. CC 
Crabtree. I tell you it was a piſto l Won't yon 
ſuffer any body to know any thing but yourſelf. lt 
was a piſtol. and Charles e 004 e 
Mrs Candour. Aye! I knew it was Charles. 

Si: Benjamin. Mr. Surface, uncle. Ki 
Craltree: Why zounds, I ſay it was Charles, muſt. 
no body ſpeak but yourſelt. I' tell you how the 
whole affair was. | Ft is 


L. Sneerwell } | wy 
Mis. Cane] Ah do, de pray tell us. 


1 


Sit Benjamin. I fee. my uncle knows nothing at all 


about the matter. . 
Crabtree. . Mr. Surface you", muſt know, Ladies, 
came late from Salt-hill;, where he had been the Even- 
ing before with a particular friend of his, who has a 
ſon at Eton; bis piſtols wete left on the beauseau, and 
unfortunately, loaded, and on Sir Peter's tazing 
Charles: ꝛr T. $1 ee 
Sit Benjamin Mr. Surface you mean. 
Crabtree. Do, pray, Nephew, held your tongue. 
and let me ſpeak ſometimes I ſay, Ladies, upon his 
taking Charles to account, and taxing bim with the 


i © 41 
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Sir Benjamin. Aye, Ladies, I told you Sir Peter 
taxed him with ingratitude. 

Crabtree. They agreed each to take a piſtol—— 


They fired at the ſanie inftant=——Charles's ball took 
485 gi and lodged in the thorax. Sir Peter's miſſed, 


| what is very extraordinary, the ball grazed 
ea a little bronze Shakeſpeare that ſtood over the 
chimney, flew off through the window, at 1ight angles, 
and v.ounded the poſt man, who was juſt come to the 
door with a double letter from Northamptonſhire, . - 
Sir Benjamin. I heard nothing of all this! I muft 


own, Ladies, my uncle's account is more circumſtan- 


tial, though I believe mine is the true one. 
1. Sneer well. I am more intereſted. in this affaie 
than they imagine, and mult have better information. 
[Afde, and Exit, 
Sie Benjamin, Lady Sneerwell's alarm is very eaſily 
accounted for. 
| Crabtree. \ Why yes; they do fay——but that's 
neither here nor there. 
Mrs. Candour: But pray where is Sir Peter now ? 
J hope his wound won't prove mortal. 
© Crabtree, He was carried home immediately, and 
has given poſitive orders to be denied to every body. 
Sir Bexjamin, And I believe Lady Teazle is atrend- 
ing him, 
s Candour. I do believe ſo too. 
. Crabtree. Ceriainly I met one of the u as 
I came in. | 
Sir Benjamin. Gad fo! and here he comes. 
. "Crabtree. Tes, yes, that's the Doctor. 
Mrs. Candour. Fhat certainly muſt be the pit 
tian Nou we ſhall get information, | 
| | Enter Sir QLIVER SURFACE. 
Deer Dattor how is your patient ? | 
Sir Benjamin.” 1 hope his wounds are not nba 
Crabtretr. Is he in à fair way of recovery? $ 
Sir Benjamin. Pray, Doctor, was he not wounded 
by a truſt of à ſword through the ſmall guts? 
Crabtree, Was it not by a bullet that — in the 


* 
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Sir Benjamin Nay, pray anſwer me ? | ; 

Crabtree. Dear, dear Dockor ſpeak. | 

T7 (All pulling Dim. » 
Sir Oliver. Hey, bey, good people, are you alt 
ma ?k— Why what the devil is the matter? a 
ſword through the ſmall guts, and a bullet lodged in 
the thorax ! What would you all be at ? . 

Sir Benjamin. Then perhaps, Sir, you are not & 
Doctor. 
"Sir Oliver. If T am, Sir, I am to thank ng _ 
my degree. 

Crabtree. Only a particular friend, I ſuppoſe. 

Sir Oliver. Nothing more, Sir, 

Sir Benjamin. Then I ſuppoſe, as you are a triend, 
you can be better able to give us ſome account of bis 
wounds. | 

Sir Oliver. Wounds | ; | 

Mrs. Candour; What! havn't you heard he was 
vounded The ſaddeſt accident. 

Sir Benjamin. A: thruſt with a (word through the 
ſmall guts. | 8 

Cr A bullet in the thorax. | 

Sir Oliver. Good people, ſpeak one at a time, I 


beſeech you. You both agree, that Sir Peter is 
dangerouſly wounded, 
Crabtree. 


Sir Benjamin. Ay, ay, we both agree ia that, 


Sir Oliver, © Then I-will be bold to ſay, Sir Peter 
is one of the moſt imprudent men in world, for here he 
comes walkiag as if nothing: had happened. 

1 k Enter Sir PeTER. | 3 1 
7 riend, you are certainly mad to wa 
MER this condition ; you ſhould go: to bed, 
you that have had a ſword through your imall zote, 
and a bullet lodged in your thorax. SF 

Sir Peter, A ſword through my ſmall guts, and a 
bullet lodged in my thorax | 

Sir Oliver. Yes, theſe worthy people would have 
killed you without law or phyfic, and wanted to dubb 
me a Doctor, in order to make me an accomplice. | 
Sit Peter, What is all this! 


13 
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Sir Benjamin. Sir Peter, we are all very g'ad to 
find the tory of the duel is not true. 
Crabtree. And exceedingly ſorry for your other 
misfortunes. 
Sir Peter. So, ſo, all over the town already. 
(Ade. 
Mrs. Candour, Though, as Sir Peter was lo good 
a huſband, I pity him. finacerely, 
Sir Peter, Plague of your pity. 
. .Crabiree. As you continued ſo long a batchelor, 
you was certainly to blame to marry at all, 
Sir Peter. Sir, I deſite youll conſider this is my 7 
own houſe 
Sir Renjamin, However, you muſt not be offended 
at the jeſts you'll meer on this occaſion. 
Crabtree, It is no uncommon caſe, that's one thi 
Sir Peter. I inſiſt upon being maſter here; in pla 
terms 1 deſue you'll leave my houle immediately. 
rs. Candour. Well, well, Sir, we are going, SEE 
you may depend. upon it, we ſhall make the beit of the 
ory. ein 
Sir Benjamin. And tell how: badly owes have been 
treated. | 
Sir Peter. Leave my becky Grectiy. 
[Exit Sir Benjamin. 
Crabtree. And bow pariently you bear it. 
Exit Crabtree. 
8 peter, 1 my. houſe, I. e iends, fu- 
ries, there is no beating it! 
Enter RowLEy. 9 2 
Sir Oliver. Well, Sit Peter, I have ben y Ne- 
ews. 
| Rowley. And Sir Oliver is convinced, your judg- 
ment is tight after all. 
Sir Oliver. Aye, Joſeph i is the man. 
Rowley. Such ſentiments, + o 
« EF... Oliver. And acts up to the ſentiments be vo- 
feſſes. 


* Ob, tis edification to. hear hm talk. 


Sir 


Cn 


he age. 
join in his praiſes ? 


| 8 


this way, and in tears, let me beg o 


my. 


FOR SCANDAL  U©@g 
Sir Oliver. He is a pattern for the young. men of 
But how comes it Sir Peter, that you don't 


Sir Peter. Sir Oliver we live in a damned wicked 


world, and the 2 we praiſe the bettet. 


Sir eee Right, right, my old friend—But was 
you always fo moderate fa your judgment? | 

Roddy Do you ſay ſo, Sir Peter, you who was 
never miſtaken in your life. 

Sit Petey. Oh, plas ue of your j jokes 1 ſuppoſe 
you are acquainted with the whole affair. | 

Rowley, I am indeed, fir.—t met Lady Teazle re- 
turning from Mr, Surface's, ſo bumbled, that ſhe deign'd 
to beg even me to become her advocate. | 

Sir Peter. What! does Sir Oliver knew it too? 

Sir Oliver. Aye, aye, every circumſtance. 6 

Sir Peter. What! about the eloſet and the ſcreen. 

Sir Oliver.. Tes, and the little French milliner too. 
I never laughed more in my life. © 

Sir Peter. And a very pleaſant jeſt it was. 

Sir Oliver. tek e towns: oof 


Sir Peter. Oh, damn his ſentiments. ' 
Sir Oliver. You muſt have made a 
ance when Charles dragged you out of . 25 * 
- Sir Prter. Les, yes, that was very diverting. 
- Sir Oliver, And, egad Sir Peter, 1 ſhould like to 
have ſeen your face when the ſcreen was thrown down. 
Sir Peter. My face when the ſcreen was thrown 


down! ob yes !-—There's- na bearing this. Afide. 


Sir Oliver, Come, gn oY y old fiend, don't be 
vexed, for I can't help laughing for the ſoul of me. 
Ha ! ha! ha! 5 

Sir Peter, Oh laugh on—I am not vexed—no, no, 
it is the pleaſanteſt t ing in the world. To be the 
ſtanding jeſt of all one's acquaintance, tis the * 
ſituation imaginable. 

Rowley. Tee, Sir, yonder's my Lad 4 Teazle coming 


you to be te- 
eonciled. 


f Sur 
lt” 
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pine a little longer. 


a ſentiment: agein ; I have 


Sir Oliver. Well, well, I'll leave Rowley to me- 
diate between you, and take my leave; but you muſt- 


- Make haſte after me to Mr. Surface's, where I go, if 


not to teclaim a libertine, at leaſt to expoſe e. 

55 > a N it. 

Sir Peter. Il be with you at the diſcovery ; 1 

ſhould like to ſee it, though it is a vile unlucky place 

for diſcoveries. Rowley, (looking out) ſhe is not com- 
ing this way. | | 1 


«Rowley... No, Sir, but the has left the room door 


open, and waits your coming. r 

Sir Peter. Well, . certainly mortification is very be- 

coming in a wife.—-Don't you think I had beſt let her 
F858 e 11 

Rowley. Oh, ſir, that's being too ſevere. 

Sir Peter. I don't think ſo; the letter Þ found 
from Charles: was evidently intended for ner. 
» Rowley: Indeed; Sir Peter, zou are much miſtaken. 

Sir Peter. If I was convinced: of that—ſee, Maſter 
Rowley, ſhe looks tis way—what a remarkable ele- 
gaot ora of the head ſhe has have a good mind to 

to her. | *. 

Rowley, Do, dear fir. ahb d wah we 
Sir Peter. But when it is known that we are re- 
conciled, I ſhall be laughed at more than ever. 

Rowley, Let them laugh on, and retort. their ma- 
lice upon themſelves, wy 5 them you can be 
happy in ſpite of their ſlander. x | 34 
Sir Peter Faith and fo I will, maſter Rowley, and 
Lady Teazle and I may ſtill be the happieſt couple 
in the country, 17 arid 8 
- Rowley. O fye, Sit Peter, he that lays aſide ſuſ- 
picion | a1. Fad lat 
Sir Peter. My dear Rowley, if you have;any're- 
gard for me never let me hear you utter any thing like 
ſentimer —— of that to laſt 
me the remainder of iny life. I kExeunt. 


— 
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FOR SCANDAT. #5 
SCENE Josxen's Library, 
Eater Joznen and Lady Svezuw erz 


1. 3 Impoſſible ! will nat Sir Peter be 


immediately reconciled to Charles, and no longer op- 


pote his union with Maria. 
| 72%. Can pafſion mend it. 


Fneer well. Na, nor cunning neither. I was a 1 


fool ro league with ſuch a blunderer. 

Joſeph. Sure, my Lady Sneerwell, J am the great- 
eſt ſafterer+in this -affair, and -yer, you ee, T bear it 
with calinnefs. 

L. Sneerwell. "Becauſe the 8ifappointwent does not 
reach your heat; your intereſt only was concerned, 
Had you felt for Maria, what 1-do for that unfortunate 


lidertine your brother, you would not be diſſuaded 


from taking every revenge in your power, 


© Joſeph. _ will vou rail at me for the dilag- 


Poinemerit. * 


I. Sneer well. Are you not the cauſe ?. Had you 


not à ſufficient field for your roguery in impoſing apon 


Sir Peter, and ſupplanting your brother, but you muſt 


endeavour to ſeduce his wife. I hate ſuch an avarice 
Fes crimes ; 'tis an unfair monopoly, and never ptoſpers. 

Jeſepb. Well, 1 own am to blame—l have de- 
wich from the dire& rule of wrong. Yet, I cannot 


think ciicumſtances are ſo bad as 22 N ap- 
prehends. 


L. Specs well Nei! an 
Joſenb. Lou tell me you have Pe) A trial 


"of Snake, that he ftill proves ſteady to our intereſt, 


and that he is ready, if occaſion requires, to ſwear to 

2 contra having paſſed between Charles and your 

Ladyſhip. hy 

| Li Sheerwell And what then 7 N 
Jeſepb. Why, the letters which 1085 hook 90 N 


fully circulated, will corroborate his evidence, and 
ovens the truth of ey allerGon.” 12 expect my py 


"2% 
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cle every moment, and muſt beg your Ladyſhip to re- 
tire into the next room. ö ; 3 

1. §Sneer well. But if he fhould find you out. 

Joſeph. | have no fear of that — Sir Peter won't tell 
for his own ſake, and I ſhall ſoon find out Sir Oliver's: 
| [weak fide. © INTO OY 
I.. SneerweH. Nay, I have no doubt of your abi- 
lities, only be conſtant to one villainy at a time. 

Jeſeph. Well, 1 will, I will,-(Exit Lady Sneer- 
evell)—It is confounded hard though, to be baited by 
one's conſederates in wickedneſs—{#nocking )—Whe 
have we got here ? My uncte Oliver, I ſuppoſe—Oh, 
old Stanley again! How came he heie? He muſt not 


ſtay— | 
| Enter Sir Olin. 3 
I told you already, Mr. Stanley, that it was not in my 
power to rElieve you. 1 | 
Sir Oliver. But I bear, fir, that Sir Oliver is ar- 
- rived, and perhaps he might. | 
Jieſepb Well, fir; you cannot ſtay now, fir ; but 
any other time fir, you ſhall certainly be relieved. 
Sir Dliver. Oh, 3 Oliver and [muſt be acquainted. 
Joſegb. I wuſt infiſt upon your going. Indeed, 
Mr. Stanley, you can't ſtay. 

Sir Oliver. Poſitively I muſt ſee Sir Oliver. 
Feſepb. Then poſitively you ſhan't ſtay. | 
33 [Hub ing him out. 
3 Enter CHART ISũ. wot hos 
Charles. Hey day ! what's the matter? Why, who 

the devil have we got here? What, my args be fl 
mium. Oh, brother, you muſt not hurt my little 


-” 


* 4 


broker. But hark ye, Joſeph, what have you been 


borrowing money too. | Wt 

Jieſepb. Borrowing money! no brother We 

expe& my uncle Oliver here every minute, and Mr. 

Stanley infiſts upon ſeeing him, Sets] 

Charles. Stanley! Why his name is Premium. 

..,. Foſepb.. No, no ! I tell you his name is Stanley. 

. Charles. But I tell you again his name is Premium, 

87 It don't ſignify what his name is. wed 
les, No more it don't, as you ſay brother, for 

5 | I ſuppoſe 
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let him call on me to 1 his charakter. 
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1 ſuppoſe he goes by half a hundred names, beſides 


A. B. at the coffee-houſes. But old Noll mutt not 
come and catch my little broker bere neithet. | 
fo 12 b. Mr. Stanley, I be | 


rles. And I beg, Mr. remium——  - / 
Joſeph. You muſt go indeed, Mr. Stanley. 
2 Aye, po muſt go Mr. Premium. 


" (Both/ puſhing bim 9 


Enter Sir Peres, Lady TZAzLx, MAXI and 


RowLz V. 


Sir Peter. What, my old friend Sir Oliver! what's 
the matter? In the name of wonder wee there 
ever two ſuch -” eee nephews, to aſſault their 


uncle at his firſt v 
IL. Teasle. On my word, Sir it ns wal we came 
to your reſcue. 
 TFoſeph. Charles! | I 
Cbarles. — 1 | 
| Joſeph. Now our ruin is pate. = 
Charles. Very! ” 


Sir Peter. Fo: find, - Sir Oliver, your neceſſitous 


charaQter of old Stanley could not protect you. 

Sir Oliver. No! nor Premium neither. The 
1 of the former could not extract a ſhilling 
from that benevolent gentleman there; and with the 
other I ſtood a worſe chance than my anceſtors, and 
had like to have been knocked down without being bid 
for, Sir- Peter, my friend, and Rowley, look upon 


that elder nephew of mine; you both know What 


J have done for him, and how gladly» [ would have 
looked upon half my fortune as held only in truſt for 
him. Judge then, of my ſurpriſe and ee 
0 finding him deſtitute of truth, charity, and gra- 
titude. 

Sir Peter. Sir Oliver; I ſhould be as tick ſurpriſed 
as you, if I did not already know him to be artful, 
ſelfin, and hypocritical. 

L. Teazle: Aud if he pleads not gully to all this, 
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Sir ute, Then 1 believe we need not add more, 
for if he knows himſelf, it will be a ſufficient/ pakiſk- 


ment for him that he is known by the world. 
Charles, If they talk this wo to honeſty, what 


will they ſay to me by and by. ¶Aſide. 


Sir Oliver, As "yp ne, prfigute abe ; 
pointing to Charles.) 
Charles. Ay, now comes my turn; the damn d 
family piQures will ruin me. IA. 
Foſeph. Sir Oliver, will you honour me with a 
hearing ? 


Charles. Now if Joſeph would make one of his 


long ſpeeches, I ſhould have time to recollect myſelſ. 
[Aſide. 

Sir Peter. I ſuppoſe. you | would undertake! to 
juſtify yourſelf entirely, 

Fojeph. I truft I could, fir. I 

dir Oliver. Pſhaw; (turns away Go him) and 1 
ſuppoſe you could juſtify yourſelf too. (To Charles.) 

Charles. Not that I know of, Sir. 

Sir Oliver. What, my little Premium was let too 
much into the ſectet! 

Charles. Why yes, fir ; but they were family ſe- 
crets, and ſhould go no further. | 

Rowley. Come, come, Sir Oliver, 1 am fare: you 


cannot look upon Charles's follies with anger. 


Sir Qlizer, No, nor with gravity neither, Do 
vou know, Sir Peter, the young rogue has been ſelling 
abt judges and ſtaff-ofhi- 

cers by the foot, and ——. aunts as cheap as old 
2 ina. FD uring this ſpeech, Charles laughs behind his 


Charles, Why, that I Hi made. free with the fa- 
mil canvas is true, my anceſtors may riſe in judgment 
againſt me, there's no 1 it; but believe me when 
I] tell you (and upon wy ſoul ] would not ſay it, if it 


Was not ſo) if I don't appear mortified at the expoſure 
of my follies, it is, becauſe I feel at this moment the 


' warmeſt Tan eg at ſeeing you, my liberal bene» 
factor. (Embraces bin, 
TOE Oliver. Charles, I _ you; give me 9 


FOR SCANDATL, 


hand again, the little ill-looking fellow over the ſettee 
has 121. your peace for ou. bd 

Charles. Then, fir, my gratitude to 
ſtill increaſed. : : | 


I.. Teazle. Sir Oliver, ke is übt et; with whom 


the original is 


I dare ſay Charles is no leſs anxious to be reconciled 


Sir Oliver. I have heard of that attachment be- 


fore, and with the lady's leave if I conſtrue right, 


that bluſh , e 
Sir Peter, Well, child, ſpeak for yourſelf. - _ 


Maria. I have little more to ſay, than that I wiſh 


him happy, and for any influence I might once have 
had over his affeQions, I moſt willingly refign them to 
one who has a better claim to them. . 
Sir Peter. Hey! what's the matter now? While he 
was a rake and a profligate, you would hear of no bo+ 
dy elſe; and now that he is likely to reform, you 
won't have him. What's the meaning of all this? 
Maria. His own heart, and Lady Sncerwell, can 
beft inform you. 8 N 
Charles, Lady Sneerwell ! | 1 
Jiaſepb. I am very ſorry, brother, I am obliged to 
ſpeak to this point, but juſtice demands it from me ; 


cealed. 


and Lady Sneerwell's wrongs can no longer be con- 


- Ester Lady SnzExWELL, 2 
Sir Peter, Another French milliner -I believe he 

has one in every room in the houſm. | 

L. Sneerwell, Ungrateful Charles! well you may 
ſeem confounded and ſurprized, at the indelicate ſitua. 
tion to which your perfidy has reduced me. 

'i;>Charles, Pray uncle is this another of your plats? 
for, as 1 live, this is the firſt I ever heard of it. 
= {ſep There is but one witneſs, I believe, ne- 
ceſſary to the buſineſs, | F 3 
Sir Peter. And that witneſs is Mr. Snake you 
were perfectly in the right in bringing him with you, 
Let him appear. : 
f Rowley. Deſire Mr. Snake to walk in.—lt js rather 
unjucky, Madam, that he ſhould be brought to con- 
front, and not ſupport your Ladyſhip. 


Enter 
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Enter Snaxe.' 1 dee 
| * Shad? | ſurprized ! N ſpeak villas? 
bave you too conſpited againſt me?; 
Snale. | beg your Ladyſhip ten thouſand pardons ; ; 
I-muſt own you paid me very liberally for the lyin 
queſtions, but | have ory been offered dou- 
bie for ſpeaking the truth. 
Sir Peter Plot and counter-plot—T give your Lady- 
| ſhip much joy of your negociation. 
Sneerauell. May the torments of deſpair and 
diſappointment light upon you all. (Going) i 
L. Teazle. Hold, Lins Sneerwell ; before you? 
give me leave to return you thanks; for the trouble you 
and this gentleman took, in writing letters in my name 
to Charles, and anſwering them'xourſelf ;—and, at che 
fame- time, I muſt beg you will Pole my compli: 
ments to the bund college, of which you are pre- 
ſident, aud informa them, chat Lady Teazle, licentiate, 
returns the diploma they granted her, as ſhe leaves off 
practice, and kills characters no longer. N 9 
L. Sneerwell. You too, madam ! Provoking In In- 
1 12 1 Nees huſdand live theſe fifty years. \, 


Exit. 
=" Teazle. Oh Lat A mnatleions\ creature 
it is! | FUSED 


Sir Peter. Not for her laſt wiſh, T hope. 

L. Teazle. Oh, no, no," no. by It; 

Sir Peter. Well, Sir—— what have you to ; fag 
for yourſelf ? (70 Joſeph ) 

Joſeph. Sir, I am ſo confounded that Lady Soeer⸗ 
| well ſhould impoſe upon us all, by ſuborning Mr. 
Snake, that 1 know not what to fay——but——leſt 
her malice ſhould prompt her to injure n brother 
J had better follow her.. | Exit. | 

Sir Peter. Moral to the laſt. | 

Sir Oliver. Marry her, Joſeph, marry and if you 
can——Oil and Vinegar<you'll do very well together. 

Rowley. Mr. Sna e, 1 believe, we have no urther 
| occafion for you. 2 

Snale. 1 og $ © 1 muſt beg pardon of — 


, * 
U 


po ladies and „for whatever trouble I have 
en the humble inſtrument. of cauſiog, 64377 

Sir Peter. You have made amends. by your open 
confeſſion. | | 


Snake. But I muſt beg it 4 as A favour that it may b 


never be ſpoke of. 


Sir Peter What! ate you aſhamed of having done 
one good action in your life | | 


Snake,” Sit, I requeſt you to conlider that 1 lise by 


the badneſs of my character, and if it was once known 
that I had been betrayed inte an honeſt action, I 
ſhould looſe every friend T have in the world. [ Exit. 

Sir Oliver, Never fear, we ſhan't traduce you by 
ſaying any thing in your _ 

Sir Peter. There's a ſpecious rogue for you. | 
IL. Teazle. You ſee, Sir Oliver, it needed no great 
perſuaſion to reconcile your nephew and Maria. 


Sir Oliver. So much the better, I'll have the 
wedding to-morrow morning. | 


Sir Peter, What, before you aſk the girl's conſent. 


Charles. I have done that a long time ſince 
above a minute ago——and ſhe look'd : | 

Maria. O 'fie, Charles——l proteſt, Sir Peter, 
there has not been a word ſaid. | 


Sir Oliver, Well, well, the leſs the better (joining 


thein hands ) there——and may your love never know 


abatement. | : 
Sir Peter. And may you live as happily together, 
as Lady Teazle and I intend to do. 


Charles. I ſuſpect, Rowley, Lowe much to you. 
Sir Oliver. You do indeed. \ 


* Rowley, Sir, if I had failed in my endeavours to 


ſerve you, you would have been indebted to me for the 


attempt. But deſerve to be happy, and you overpay 
me. 


* 


Sir Peter. Ay, honeſt Rowley always ſaid you - 


would reform. 


. Charles. Look ye, Sir Peter, as to reforming, I Hall 
make no promiſes, and that I take to be the ſtrongeſt 


proof that I intend ſetting about it, But bere ſhall be 


my 
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„000 ĩð  - 
my monĩtor, my | ava guide — can I ! eave hö 


virtuous path thoſe eyes illumine? 
R Though thou, dear maid, ſhou'd'it weave thy beauty's 
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Thou ſtill muſt rule, becauſe I will obey ; 
An humble fugitive from folly view, 
No ſanQtuary near but love and you. 
Vou can, indeed, each anxious fear remove, 
Fot even ſcandal dio: If you approve. 
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